AND 


ELABOVRATE | 


. I William Drunmond. 


- Whoſe Labours, bothin Verſe 


"and Profs, being heretofore ſo pre-. 
cious to Prince Henry, andioK, Chari 


-  Shalllive andflontiſhinall Ages whiles there aremen | 
* ro read DIO Art & x jlgan ro approve them. 
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That moſt Famous Wit, 


ILLI:AM DRUMMOND © 
O F 


HAW THOR NDEN, 


/Ef4S prima canit 
V eners poſtrema Trinmphss, 


Ee ene rn er ern ——ooeects he en ntncncy <= w_rd) 


LONDON, 


inted by IW.H, and areto be ſold inthe 
Company of Stationers, 1656, 


Ingenzon! Reader, 
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To the Reader. 
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© ſay that theſe Poemsaretheefo = 
fects of a Gehius, the moſt:po#» _ 
FIR lite and verdant thavieverthe 
Scottiſh-Nation producedalthough 
acommendation not to be rejected; {fot 


it be 


itis well known, that chat Country hath 
afforded many rareandadmirable wits) 
yer it is not the higneſtthar maybegiven 
kim ; for ſhould” 1 afftirme that neither 
Taſſo, nor Guarini, nor any.of the moſt 
neat and refined ſpirits of Italy; noreven 
the choiceſt of our Engliſh Poets, can 
challenge''to themſelves any advantages 


{| above him;itconld not be judged:any at- 
tribute ſaperiour to what hedeſerves; 
Dor (halÞ4 thinke 


it any arrogance to 


A; 


maintatn, 
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 others,perhaps, of leſſe eſteeme, yet thi: 


- - \ [7 a 


Wntaitithat among all theſeverall fan- 
ies.that intheſe times have exerciſed the 

OH nice arid curious judgements,there 
hath not come forth any thing that de- 
ſerves to be; welcdm'd: into the world 
with greater eſtimation and applauſe: 
And though he hath not had the fortune 
tobe Toyenerally fam'd abroad, as many! 


52 confiderationthatcannotat alldimiz 
niſh, buerather advance his credit, For 
by: breaking forth: of obſcurity he will 
atrra&the-higher admiration, and like 
the Sun'emerging from a Cloud appear 
at'lengrh 


-wvith [of much the more torch: 
ble Rayes. Had there been nothing extant 
of hic'buc his Hiſtory of Scorlaud, confi: 
der but the Language, how florid and 
-ornate-it'is ; conſider the order,and thi 
-prudent:condu&t-of his Stony, and yo} 
-wwill ranke him in the number of chi 
-beſt writers, and compare himeven wit! 
\ Thuamnus bimſelfe. Neither is he lefle hap 
: Py inhis Verſe than Proſe : for here ar 


al 
64 


an- 


the: 


ere 
de- 
rid 
aſe: 
ane 
any: 
this 
mi 

For 
vill 
like 
Ar 

ICl: 


all choſe graces met together that conduce - 


any thing toward the making up- of a 
compleat and perfe& Poet, a decent and 
becomming Majeſty, a brave and admi- 
rable height, and a wit ſo flowing, that 


Jove himſelfe neyer dranke NeCtar that 


ſparkled with a more ſpritlyluftre;ſhould 
I dwell any longer ( ingenuous Reader) 
upon the commendation of this incom- 


| parable Author, I ſhould injure, thee by 


foreſtalling the freedome of thy owne 
judgement,and him by attemptinga vaia 
deſigne,fince there is nothing can ſo well 


ſet him forth as his owwn works; beſides 


the lofle of time which is but trifled a- 


| way ſo long as thou art detained from 
peruſing the Poems themlſelyes. 
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Vpon the incomparable Poems of 
MrWillian Drummond. 
g aiſle theſe Poems wellubere doth require 


O 

'T T he ſelfe- ſame ſpirit, and that ſacred fire. 
That firſt inſpir'd them,yzet I cannot chooſe 

But pay an admiration to a aſe 

That (gs ſuch handſome things ; never brake forth, 

From Climes ſo neare the Beare,ſobright a worth ; 

And I beleeve the Caledonian Bow'rs 

Are full asp! d as #Hhchju flow'rs 

As Tempe &'re was fam'd, fince they bave nouriſh'd 

A wit the moſt ſublime that ever flonriſÞd ; 

There's nething cold, or frozen, here cont ain'd, 

Nothing that's barſh,unpoliſhdgor conſtrain'd, | 
But ſuch an ardonr as creates the ſpring, 'y 

And throws a chearfulneſſe onever) thing ; 

Such a ſweet calmneſſt runs through every verſe 

As ſhews how he delighted to converſe 

me lence, and his Muſe,among thoſe ſhades | 

ich earegnor bu/ic trumult,e're invages 

There ran br oft, the ulftdemures of bis foves xl 
Relate wnto the Fountaines,and the groves, 
In ſuch a ffraine as Laura had admir'd 
Her Petrarch more, had he been ſo inſpir'd. 
Some,Phorbus gives,s ſmooth and ireaming veine, 
A great and happy fancy ſome attaine, 
Others unto a ſoaring height be lifts ; 
But here he hath ſo cronded all his gifte, 
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gud in one to try, 

To what apit be conld bring bring Poetry , | 1 

For every grace ſhould be receive a Crown, = 1 

There were not Bays b in Helicon 3 

Fame courts bis Verſe and with immortall wings 
s about bis Monument, and brings 

A deathleſſe trophy to his memory , | 

Who, for ſach honewr, would met wiſh te dye? , | 

Never could any times afford a Story Wy 

Of one ſo match'd unto great Sidney's glory; 

Or Fame fo well divided,au birween DETECT © 

P nmabunt ſbadrr,and Hawthornden, ; 
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Toanni Scoto,Scoto-T arvatio Equiti 
prelwitri de Literatura optime merito. 


Arvati immenſos recolens labores 
Tj are queis partes potiore primas 
-* Afcram ; haud vanis dubie Laborant 
p) PeRora curjs : 


Sive quod divz Cathedra renidens (L214 % 

Ultimz,terras habitantis annos, 

Ter quater ternoy veluti ſacer fons 
Juris, & Xqui; 


7 | Sive "ai Czxcos patriz recefſus A 
Ut ſtilo pingat mage qui polito 
Teſqua,& incultas ſalebras recenti bo 
| Inſerat Orbi? 


Sive quod vates patriz minores 20a 
(Forte noſcendi lerius necipfis ; } 
Civibus)toto celebrentur Orbe 

Vindice Scoto ? 


Blandiores qu'd memorem Camznas, 199] 
- | Orisantiqua prope ſede pulſas, 
Sedibus priſcis prope reftitutas, 
| Auſpice Scoto ? 
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; Major ut lt, primas hinc defert Scotia,yates, 


ſanis quod & inſtruendos 
Artibus curz tib1,cenſibus _=_ 


Ambitupravo repulere Mu 
: Gymnaſnrche. 


Sit ticet rarum patatis horum 
Quodlibet curz ſpecimen,fatiſcunt 
Dam frai poſtlimioio recordor, 
Te duce fratrem ; 


Nempe fic olim ſtudio & Labore 
Torvns Alcides ſtygiis ab undis 


Reddiditterris domito Trifauci 


Theſfea monſtra, 


Sic eat; clari hzc monumenta vatis, 

Neſciant zvi imperium lſeveri 

Regia; aſt ipernant Fhlegeronta, & Orci 
Jura ſuperbi. 


De Gulielmo Drummondo. 


Uzſivit Latio Bucharianus carmineLaudem, 
CF Etpatriosdura refpait aure modos 
Cuur poſlit Latijs Buchananom vincere Muſis 
Drummondus, patrio tnalvit ore loqui, 


Vix inter Lativs,ille fecandus erat.” *- 7 


OE IO BOS IITI ONTO? 


To W.ÞD. 


Bay will not leave that T raft to Friend,nor Heire, 
B ut their own winding - Sheet themſelves prepare ; 
Fearing,perbaps ſome conrſer Cleath might ſhrowd 
The wormes deſcended from their noble Blond: 
And ſhalt not thou (that juſtlier maſt ſuſpeft 
Far conrſer finſfe, in ſuch a dull neg let? 
Of all the Arts, and dearth of Poetry ) 
Compoſe before hand thme own Elegy? 
Who but thy ſelfe is capable to write 
A Verſe, or, if they can, to fa(hion it 
Unto thy Praiſes ? None can draw a Line 
Of thy perfeit ions, bat 4 band divine. 
If thou wilt needs impoſe this Taick on u«, 
(4 greater Work thanbeſt Wits can diſcuſſe ) 
We willbat only ſo far Embleme Thee, 
As ina circle, men, the Deity. 
A wreath of Bayes we'll lay upen thy Heyſe ; 
For that ſhall ſpea'.e T hee better than our Verſe t 
That art in number of theſe Things, whoſe end, 
Nor whoſe leginning we can comprehend, 
A Star, which did the other D ay appeare, 
T* enlighten up onr darkined Hemiſpheare : 
Nor can we tel] nor how, nor whence it came, 
Yet feele-the heat of thy admired flame. «S 
'Twas thon that thaw'd onr North, twas thou didſt clears 
T he eternall miſts which had beſet ua here, 
Till by t hy golden Beames and powerfull Ray 
T hoy chas'd hence Darkneſſe, and bronght ont the Day. 


| | But as the Sun, though he beſtow «ll Light 
On mw, jet binder: by the ſame oxr fight 
diſpence 


To gaze on him , $0 thou, thowgh t 

44007 Far more on # by thy bright in e, 

110 Let ſuch & thy tranſcendent brightneſe, we 
If} Thereby are dazled,and cannat reach thee; 
111} Then art thox leſs ned, ſhould we bound thy Praiſe 
11 T” ozr narrow dull conceit, which cannot raiſe 
Themſelves beyond a vulgar T heame, nor fie 
til eL pitch like wxto thine in Poeſie ; 
li} Yer (av the greateſt Kings bave ſometimes dain'd 
Il} The ſmalleſt Preſents from a poore mans bang , 

1 1hex pure devotion gave them) it may be 

11} Tony Genius wil _ a mite from me - 
10] It ſpeaks my Lovealtbough it reach not you ; 
"TY! <lndyor are praiſed, when { wonld ſo ds. 


John Spotſwood. 


. 
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' To Willam Drummond of | 


E Nor dipt wy Oxill in the 


That ſo far ſurpaſt her Feature. 


Hawthornden. 


Never reſted on the danſe bed, | 
heflalian Fonntaine, 

My ruſtich, Muſe wat rniely foſtered, 

And flies too low to reach the downble monntaine. 


T hen do not ſparkss with your bright Suns compare, 
Perfellion in a Womans worke & rare ; 

From an untroubled mind fhould Verſes flow z 

My diſcontents makes mine tao muddy ſhow ; 

And hoarſe encumbrances of houſhold care 

here theſe remaine, the Muſes ne're repaire- 


If thou doſt extoll her Haiye, 

Or her Ivory Forehead faire, 

Or thoſe Stars whaſe bright refleftion 
Thrals thy heart in ſweet ſubjebtion ; 
Or when to difþlay thow ſeeks I 
The ſnow- mixt Roſes on hex Cheekgs, Oy 

Or thoſe Rubies ſoft and ſweet, ne 
Over thoſe pretty Rows that meet. YJ. 

The Chian Painter as *d Do | 
Hides bis Pittkare ſofar fam'd ; as 

And the Oneen be carv'd it by, 

With a bluſh her face doth dye, 


Since thoſe Lines do limne aCreature 


When thou ſhew'ft how =o Flors 
| with pride the banks of Ora, 
. Sothy Verſe her reame? doth hanowr; 
| bngers grow enamoured on ber, 
All the Swans that ſwimin Po 
" Wonld thtir native brooks forgo, 
And as loathing Phothus beames, 
Long to bath in cooler ſtreamor. 
Tree-turn'd Daphne wonld be ſeen 
In her Groves to flouriſh green, 
Lnd her Bonghs would gladly ſpare 
To frame a garland for thy haire, 
That faireſt Nymphs with foneft finger 
May thee crown the beſt of ſingers. 


But when thy Muſe difſolv'#'in how'rs, 
Wazles that peerlefſe Prince of ourt, 
Cropt by too untimely Fate, 

Her mourning doth exafperate 
Senſeleſſe things ts ſee thee moan, 
Stones do weep, and Trees do groan, 
Birds in aire, Fifhes in flood, 

Beaſts in field forſake their food; 

. The Nymphs forgoing all their Bow'rs 
Teare their Chaplets deckt with Flow'ri; 
Sol himſelfe with miſty vapor 
Hides from earth his glorious T apory 

And as mov'd to heare thee plaine 


" Shewshis griefe in ſhow'rs of raine. 


Mary Oxlie of Morget; 
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\The Firſt Parte: : ::::; 


yy 


N my firſt Prime, when childiſh Humours fed 
My wanton Wit, ere I did know the Blifſe 
iesin a loving Eye, or amorous Kifle, 
Dc with what Sighs a nee warmes bisBed ; 
y the ſweet Theſpian Siſters ,Errour led, 
; Þ had more mind to read;than lov'd ro write, 
\nd ſo to praiſe a perfet Red and White 
put | God wote }knew not-what was in my Head, 
ove-\mul'd to {ce me take lo great Delight, 
o turne thole 4»r/qaes of. the Age of Gold, 
nd that I might more Afyſteries behold, 
c ſet ſo faire g /o/nme to my Sight, 
That I Ephenverides laid ofide, 
Glad _ bhſng:6 Book my Death to read. 
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POEMS. 


SON. 
Know that all beneath the 3-00» decaies, 


ind what by Mortalls is this World is brought, 


| In Times great Periods ſhall returne to nought; | 
That fairelt $:47e+ have fatall Nights and Daies. 
I know that all the Mxſes beavenly Lays, 


With Toyle of Spright, which are ſo dearely bought, 


AS idle ſounds, of few;or none are fought, 

That there is agthing lighter than vaine Praiſe. 

I know fraile Buaxty like the purple Floure, 

To which one Morne oft Birth and Death affords, 

That Love a jarring is of Minds Accords, 

Where Senſe and #:/ bring under Reaſons Power : 
Know what I lilt,this all can not me move, 
Bat that (a/a« JI both mult write,and love. 


SON. 


E who ſo curioufly do paint your Thoughts, 
Enlightaing ev'cy Line in luch a guiſe, 
That they ſeem rather to have fallen from Skies, 
Than of a bnmane Hand by mortall Draughts, 
In one Part Serrow1o tormented lies, 
As if bis Life at ev'ry Sigh would part; | 
Love Here blindfolded ſtands with Bow and Dart, 
There Hope laoks pale 


Of my rude Penfall look not for ſuck Art, 

My Wit 1 find top little todeviſe 

So high Conceptions to exprefle my ſmart, 

And tome ſay Love is faign'd that's too too wile, 
Theſe troubled Words and Lines confus*d you find, - 
Arc like unto their Model, wy ic Mind, 


A 


, Defparre with flaming Eyes - 
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POEMS, 
SON. 


ze me,and I amnow the Man whoſe Mule 
In happier Times was wont tglmgh at Love, 
And thofe who ſuffred that blind Boy abuſe 
The noble Gifts ery given them from above, 
What Xfetamorphoſe ſtrange is this I prove ? 
My ſelte now ſcarce I find my felfeto be, 
And thinke no Fable Crees Tyrandie, 
-And all the Talesare told of changed Fove ; 
Veriwe hath taught with her Pholoſophy 
My mind unto a better Coarſe to moves 
Reaſon may chide her full,and oft reprove 
AﬀeRions Power, but what is that to me? 
Who eyer thinke, and neverthinke on Oughet - 
| But that bright Chera#;e which thralls my Thought, 


SON, 


H Ow that vaſte'Heaven intiel'd Firſt is rol'd, 
Lf any glancing Towres beyond it be, 

And People livingin'Ewrnity, 

Or Eſſezce pure that 'doth this 4Buphold 1 

What motion have thoſe fixed Sparkes of Gold, 

The wandring Carbauniles which ſhine from bigh, 

"JF By Sprights, or Bodies crofſe-waies in the Skie, 

JT Ifthey be turn'd, and morcall Things bebold. 

1 How S*» polts Heaven about, bow Nigbrs pale Queen 
4 With borrowed Beawmes lookes on this banging Reand, 
I What cauſe faire /r& hatb, and Monſters ſcene 

In Aires large Fields of light, and'Seas profound, | 
Did bold my wandring T boughts;when thy ſweet Eys 
Bade me leave all,and only thinke on Thee, 


Faire 


POEMS. 


I 'Z 
S-ON. 


Aireis my Yoake,though grievous be my Paines, 
Sweetare my-Wounds; alrhough: they deeply fmart, 
My Bit is Gold; thongh ſhortened be the Reines, 
My Bondage brave,though I may not depart, 
—_—_ I burnezthe Fire-which doth impart 
Thoſe Flames,ſo.{\weet reviving Force containes, 
That like Arabia's Bird my walted Heart 
Made quick by-Death, more lively ſtill remaines. 
T joy thoogh oft my waking Eyes ſpend Teares, 
I never want Delight,even when I grone, 
Beſt companied when molt I am alone, 
A Heaven of Hopes I have midſt Hells of Feares - 
Thus every way Contentment ſtrange I find, 
Bat'moſt-jn Her rare Beauty, my rare Mind. 


SON. 


Aunt not, fair Heavens,of your two glorious Lights, 
Which though moſt bright, yet (ce not when they 
And ſhiniog,cannot ſhow their Beames-divine ((hjne, 
Both in one Place,but part by Daies and Nights ; 
Earth vaunt not of thoſe Tyealures yeenſhrine, 
Held only deare, becauſe bid trom our Sights, 
Your pure and burniſh'd Gold, your Diamonds fine, 
Snow» paſſing Ivory that the Eye delights. 
Nor Seas of thoſe deare Wares are inyou found ©, _ /j 
Vaunt not, rich Pearle, red Corrall which doſtir | 
A fond deſire 1n Fooles to plunge your Ground 
Theſe all more faireare to-be had in Her : 


bg 


When 
G | 


POEMS. 
SON, 
\VAVEra Nature now had wonderfully wrought 


All Azriſtellas Parts, except her Eyes, 
To make thoſe T 44 two Lamps in Beaeties Skies, 
She Counſell of her Starry Sexare: ſought. 
Mars xnd polo firſt did her advile, 
To wrap in Colour Black, thoſe Comets bright, 
Thet Love him ſo might ſoberly diſguiſe, 
And unperceived:Wound at every Sight. 
Chaſte Phabe ſpake for pureſt azure dies 
But Jove and Ye "om wo about the Lj ohe; 
To frame t ,as bringing molt Delight, 
That to pin'd <6 Hope might tor aye ariſc - 
Natnre | all {ajd] a Paradiſe of green 
There plac'd, to make all love Which have them ſeen. , 


SON, 


| Ow while the Night her ſable vaile hath ſpred, 
| Andfilently ber reſty Coach doth rolle, 

Rowling with Her from Terha azure Bed, 
'. | Thoſe ſtarry Nymphs which dance "ou the Pole, 

| While Cynh1a in pureſt Cipres cle 

The Latmian Shypifand in a Trance deſcries, 
And looking pale from height of all the Skies, 
She dies her Beautics in a bluſhing Red, 
While S/cep (in Triumph) cloſed bath all Eyes, 
And Birds, "0 Bealts a Silence ſweet do keep, 
And Protews monſtrous People in the Deep, 
The Winds and Waves (hulht up) to reſt entiſe, 

I wake, I tarne, I weep opprel with Paine, 

Perplex'd ia the 2canders of my Braine, 
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POEMS, 


SON. 


CL Child, ſweet Father of ſoft Reſt, 
a IPrince whoſe Apptoach Pexee to all Mortals brings, | 
Indifferent Hoſt to Shepheards and to-Kings, 


Sole Comforter of Minds which are 6ppreſt. 

Loe, by thy Charn:ing Rod all breathing Things 

Lie ſlumbring, with Forgetfulneſſe polleſt, 

And yet o're me to ſpread thy drowfie Wings 

Thou fpar'lt {alas) who cannot bethy Gueſt. 

Swacc I am thine, O come, but withthat Face 

To inward Light whichthou art wont to ſhew, 

With fained Solace caſe « true telt War ; 

Or if deafe God thou dodeny that Grace, 
Come as thou wilt, and what thou wilt bequeath, 
I long to kiſle the /nage of wy Death. 


SON. 


Pie Afoone who with thy cold and filver Shine, 

Makes ſweet the Horror of the dreadfull Nghe, 

Delighting the weake Eye with ſmiles divine, 

Which P/-&544 dayels with his too much Light, 

Bright Queen of the firff Heaver,it in thy Shrine 

By turning oft,and Heavens eternall Might, 

Thou haſt not yetthat ence ſweer Five of thing 

Endemion,forgot, and Lovers Plight z 

It Cauſe like thine may Pity breed in thee, 

And Pity ſomewhat elſe to it obtaine, 

Since thoa baſt Power of Dreames as well as He 

That holds the golden Rod, and Morall Chaine : 
Now while Sheſleepsin dolefull Guiſe her Show, 
Theſe Teares.and the black 4ſap of all my Woe. 


L»mpe 
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| Fs of Heavens Chriſtall Hall that brings 


POEMS. 


SON. 


the 
Eye-dazeler, who makes the ugly Night (Hour 

At thy Approach flie to ber flambry Bowres, "7 

And fills the World with Wonder and Delight. 

Life of all lives, Death»giver by thy flight 


Tothe ſouth Pole from theſe fixe Signes of ours, 
Gold-ſmith of all the Stars, with Silver bright 
Who Moone enamells, Apelles of the Flowers, 
eAb'from thoſe watry Plaines thy golden Head 
Raiſe up,and bring the ſo long + 1 lth 

A Grave,nay Hell,I find become this Bed, . 

This Bed ſo grievouſly. where | am torne - 

Buc woe 5s me though thog now brought the Day, 
Day ſhall but ſerve moe Sorrows to diſplay. 


POEMS, 
SONG. 
T was the time when to our Northerne Pole 
The brighteſt L amye of Heaven begins to role, 
When Earth wore wanton in new Robes appeareth, 
And ſcorning Skies ber Flowres in Ram-bows beareth, 
O» which the Aire moiſt Diamonit doth bequeath, 
Which quake to feels the kiſſing Lephires breath : 
When Birds fromthady Groves their Love forth warble, 
And Sea-like Heaven, Heaven looks like ſmootheſt Mar: 
When I im ſimple comrſe free from all Cares, © ( vo 
Fa fromthe muddy Worlds inſlaving ſnares. 
By Oras flowry Bankes alone did wander : 
Ori that ſports her like to 81d Meander, 
A Floud more worthy Fame and lafting praiſe 
Then that ſo high which Pha&tons fall did ra ſe : 
By whoſe pure moving Glaſſe the Milke- white Lillies 
Ds dreſſe their treſſts and the Dafſfadillies, 
Where Ora with aood i cr wn'd about 
Ani ( ſeems) forgets the way bow to come ont, 
PA place there i, where a delicious Fountaine | 
Springs from the ſwelling bre#t of » prowd Mount aine, 
Wheſe fall:ng Srreames the quiet Cawernes wonnd, 
Ang make the Echoes ſhrill reſaund that ſound, 
The Lawrell there the ſhing Chann:{! graces, 
The Palm her Love with {-ng ffretch'd Arms embracei 
T he Poplar ſpreads her Branches to the Shje, 
And hides from fight that azure Canopy. 
The Streams the Trees theTrees their leaves ſtill nowri 
That Place grave Winter finas :0t withont fluuriſhs 
Jf lrving Eyes Elyſian fields iconld ſee 
Thu little Arden might Elyftum be, 
Of: did Diana rhere her ſelfe repoſe, 
Ang Maus the Actdalia:: Q»een encloſe. 
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The Nymphs oft here their backers bring with Flow 77, 


Ang Anadems weave for their Paramonrs, 

The Satyresin thoſe s are heard to languiſh, 

And meks the Shepheards partners of theiy anguiſh, 

T he Shepheards who'mm Barks of tender Trees 

Do grave their Lover, Diſdaines, and Jealonſies : 

Which Phillis when there by Her Flocks ſhe feegerh, 

With Pitty now, anon, with langhter readeth. 
Neare 10this place when Sun in midſt of Day 

In higheſt top of Heavenhis Coach did tay, 

And ( 45 adviſing) on bis Career glanced 

As all along,that morne he had advanced 

Hu panting Steeas along thoſe Fitlds of light, 

Aloft princely looking from that glorious height x 

When moſt the Gra(boppers are beardin Meadows , 

And loftieſt Pres or ſmall,or have 10 ſhadew: : 

It was my hap, O wotull hap ! to bide 

Where thickeſt ſhades me frem all Rates did hide, 

I a faire Arbor,'twas ſeme Sylvans Chamber, 

Whoſe Seeling fpred was with the Locks of Amber 


Of new bloom'd Sicamors, Floore wrought with Flow'rs, 


More ſweet and rich than thoſe in Princes Bow'rs. 
Here &adon bluſſt,and Clitia all am: 2-4 


| Laoaoktpale, with Him who in the Fountaive gazed, 


The Amaranthus ſwl'd,and that ſweet Boy 
Which ſcemetime was the God of Delos joy : 
The brave Carnation, ſpeckled Pixke here ſhined, 
The Uiolet her fainting Head declined 
Beneath afleepy Chaſbow,all of Gold 
The Marigold her leaves did bere unfold. 

Now while that raviſh'd with delight and wonder, 
Halfe in a trance 1 lay thoſe Arches under, 
T be fe aſon, filence, place, begant' entiſe, 
Eyes drowſie lidsto bring Night eu therr Skjer, 
Which ſofth having ſtolien themſelves together 


| (Likeevemrg Cloxas) me plac'd [ wot not w! ather. 
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As Coward: leave the Fort which they ſhonld keep, 
AM ſenſe: ons by exe gave place to Sleep, 
Who followed with a troupe of golden Slumber: 
Thraft from my quiet Brane all baſe encumbore, 
end thrice me tenching with his Rod of Gold, 
A Heaven of ifpons in my T emples rolld, 
To commervaile thoſt Pleaſures were bereft me, 
T bueu in bis filemt Priſon cles'd be left me. 
Me ht through all the ne:ghboxr Woods a noiſe 
Of Quiriſters, wore ſweet than {te or voice, 
( For thoſe harmontons ſonnds to Jove are given 
By the ſwift touches of the nine-ſtring'd Heaven, 
Sach aires,aud nothing elſe ) did wound mive Eare, 
No Soxle but would become aff Eare to heare : 
And whilft 1 iEning lay,O lovely wonder ! 
1 ſaw a pleaſant Mirtle cleave aſunder ; 
A Mirile great with birth, from whoſe rext wombe 
Thyee naked Nymphs more white than Snow forth come. 
For Nympbs they ſeems'd, about their heavenly faces 
In Waves of Gold floted their curling Treſſes, 
Abont their armer,therr Armes more white than milke, 
They bluſhing Armlets wore of crimſon Silke, 
The Goddeſſes were ſuch that by Scamander, 
Appeared to rhe Phrygian Alexander: 
Aglaia and her Sifters ſuch perchance 
Be when about ſome ſacred Spring they dance. 
But ſcarce the Grove their naked Beanties graced, 
And on the Verdure had each other traced, 
When to the Floud theyran;the Flowd in Robes 
Of curling Chriſtalitheir brefts Ivory Globes 
Did all about incixcle, yet took pleaſare 
To ſhow white Suews throughout her liquid Azwvre. 
Look how Prometheus Man when beaverly fire 
Firſt gave bim Breath, Daies Brandondid admire, 
And wendred at this Worlds Amphitheater: 
Sogaz'd / on thoſu new geneſis of the Water. 
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Allthree were faire, yet ove excelf d as far 

The reft as Phczbus doth the Cyprian Star, 

0r Dramonds, ſmall Gems,or Gem: do other, 

Or Pearls that (hining ſhell 3s calf'd their Mother. 


Her Haire more bright than are the Mornings Beames 


Hung in a golden (howey above the Streames, 
And dangling ſonght her fore-head for to cover, 
Which ſeen did ſtraight a Skie of Mike dijrover, 
With two faire Brows,Loves Bows which ner bend 
But that a golden Arrow forth they ſend 
Beneath the which two burning Planets glanemmg 
Flaſht flames of Love, for Love there flill us dancing, 
Her either Cheeke reſembled bluſhing Morne, 
Or Roſes Gueles in field of Litres boyme + 
'Twixt which an Ivory Wall ſofaire is raiſed, 
That it ts but abaſed when it's praiſed. 
Hey Lip: like Rows of Corrall ſoft did ſmell, 
And th one like th* other only dothexcel: 
The Tyrian Fiſh {ooks pale,pale lvokthe Roſes, 
The Rubies pale, when month ſweet Cherry cloſer, 
Her Chin like ſilver Phozbe did apprare 
Darke in the midſt to make the reſk more cleave t 
Hey Neck ſeem'd fram'd by curious Phidias Matter, 
Moſt ſmooth, moſt whe, apeece of AlabaZter. 
Two foaming Billows flow'd nyonher breſt, 
Which did their taps with Corral red encreſt : 
There all about as Brooks them ſport at leiſure, - 
Wwsh Circling Branches veines did ſweflin azure 2 
Within theſs crookes are only fouwd thoſe Iles 
Which Fortunate the dreaming oldWorld ſtres. 
The reſt the Strtames did bide, but 8 a Lilly 
Sunks in a Chriſt «1s faire tranſparent Bell. 

I who yet humane weakne fſe did not know , 
(For jet Thad not felt that Archers Bow, 
Nor 6 wld I thinke that from the coldeſt Water 
Tte w nged Yongling burning Flames could ſcatter) 


Ox y 
” 
p of 
By 


POEMS. 
part my vagabouding feght 

Did caſt ,and drowne mine Eyes im ſweet Delight, 
 O wondrous thing (ſaid [) that Beauty i named ! 
Now I perceive [ heretofore have dreamed, 

And never found in all my flying D ates 

Joy unto this, which only merits praiſe. 

My pleaſures have been paines, my comforts croſſes, 
My treaſure poverty,my g aines but loſſes. | 

O precioxs fight ! which none doth elſe deſcry 
Except the burning Sun,and quivering I. 

Ang yet O deare-bonght Sght ! O would for ever 
Imight enjoy you,or had joy d you never { 

© happy Flowl ! if ſo ye might abide, 

Yet ever glory of this Moments Pride, 

Adjure your Rillets all for to behold Her, 

And in their Chriftall Armes to come and fold Her ; 
And fith ye may not long this Blifſe embrace, 

Draw thouſand Pomrtraits of Her on your Face, 
Pourtraits which 1m my Heart be more apparent, 
Tf like to yours my Breſt but were tranſparent. 

O that | were while She doth in you play, 

A D aalphine to tranſport Her tothe Sea 

' To none of all thoſe Gods I would Her render, 


Onxev 


From Thule to Tade thowgh I ſhould with Her wander. 


Oh ! what i this ? the more I fixe mime Eye, 
Ad ine Eje the more new Wonders doth efpie, 
The more I ſpie, the more in unconth faſhion 
Hy Seale ts raviſhd in a pleaſant paſſion. 
Bmt looks not Eyes, ( as more I wonld bave ſaid ) 
A ſound of ratling Wheeles me all diſnaaid, 
And with the ſound forth from the trembling F uſher, 
With torme-like Conrſe a ſumptuous C hart raſhes, 
A Chariot all of Gold the Wheeles were Gold, 
The Nailes, and Axel Goldon which it roll d 1 
T he upmoſt part a Scarlet Vaile did cover, 
ore rich than Davacs Lap fpred with her Lever 


In 
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In midſt of it in a triumphing Chaive, 
A Lady ſate miracalouſly faire, 
Whoſe penſeve Countenance,aud looks of Honewy, 
Do more allgre the mind that thinketh os Her, 
Than the moſt wanton Face,and amorons Eyes, 
That Amathas or flowry Paphos ſees, - 
A Crane of Virgins made a King about Her,. 
The Diamend| (he they ſeem the Gold without Hev, 
Such Thetis # when tothe Billows yore 
With Mermaids nice ſhe danceth onthe Shore - 
So in a ſable Night the Sun: bright Siſter . 
Amang the leſſer twinckiing Lights doth glifter 
Faire Yoakes of Ermelines whoſe Clowr paſſe 
The whiteſt Snows on aged Grampivs Face, 
More ſwift than Venus Birds thu Chariot yuided 
To the aſtoniſh'd Banke where as it bided: 
But long it didnot bide, when poore theſs Streames 
Aye me it made, tranfporting thoſe rich Gemmes, 
Aniby that Burthen lighter, ſwiftly drived 
Till ( as me thought) it at a T ow'r arrived: 
Hyon a Rock of Chriftall ſhining .cleare 

With Diamonds wrought thu Caſtcll did appeare, 
Who rifeg ſpires of \Gold ſo bigh them reared 
That Atlag»ike it ſeem*dthe Heaven they beared. 
Amidft which-Hights on: {rcbes did ariſe 
( Arches which guilt Flames brandiſh to the Skies) 
Of Parking Tepaces,Proud, Gorgeona, Ample, 
(Like to alittle Heaven ) a ſacred Temple. 
The Walls xo Windows bavt; nay all theWall 
[: but ene Window, Negbt there doth not fall 
More when the Sun to Weſterne Worlds declineth, 
} Than in eur Zenith when.at Noone He fhineth., 
Two fl muming Hills the paſſage ſtrait difeud 
Which to this radiant Building doth aſcend, 
lion whoſe Arching topson a Pilaſtre 

A Port ſtands open,rais'd in Loves Diſattre 
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Foy wone that marrow Bridge and gate can paſſe, 

Who have their Faces ſeen in Vers Glaſſe. 

If thoſe withm, but to come forth do venter, - 

Thas ſtately Place againe they never emer. _ , \ 
The Precini's ftrengthened with « Duch of Fears', 
In which doth ſwell a Lakg of Inky Teares 

Of madding Lower; who abide therr moaning, 

And thicken even the Aire with pirtons groaning. 
This Hold to brave the Shzes the Deſtines fraw'd, 
And then the Fort of Chaſtity @.nexfd. 

The ©meen of the third Heaven once to apyall it, 


The God of Thiace Here brought who could not thrall it; 


For which he vow d ne're Arms more to put on, 
 Andon Riphean Hils was beard ito groan. 

Here Plyches Lover bar les hu Darts at randon, 
Which all for zonght him ſerve, as doth bis Brandon, 


_ What grie ony did invade my Mind ? 
| When ivtbar Placs wy Hope I faw confix'd, 
” Where with bi ing Thoxghts I only reacht her, 


Which did burneap their Wings when they approacht her, 
 Methought I ſet me by aCypreſſe ſhade, "— 
And N:ght and Day the Hyacimbe there read 
And that bewailing Nightingales did borrow 
Plans of my Plant, and ſorrows of my Sorrow, 
Ay food was Worng»woed, mine own T earet my drinke, 
' Ay reſt, ow Death and ſad Miſbaps to thinks. 
* And for ſuch\'Thoughts to have my Hear: enlarged, 
And eaſe mine Eyes with brinie Tribure charged, 
Over 4 Brook Flaid my piving Face : | 
But thenthe Brooke as griev'd at my Diſprace, 
' A Face Meſhewd fopin'd, fad, aver-clouded, 
' That at the Sight afray'd mme Eyes them ſhrowded. 
The #« the gnerdon Love,ths uw the Game, 
 » Tnend which tathy Servams doth remanne. 
. More wonld | ſay ; when Feare made Sleep toleave me, 
Ang of thoſe fajall Shadows did bereave me, 


But 
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But ah alas ! inftead to dreame of Love, 
AndWoes, I now them mefſfebt did prove: 

For what into my troubl 'd Braine was painted, 
Awak'd I found that T rme and Place preſented. 


SONNETS. 
H barning hes now let me take ſome Reſt, 
'Þ And your tumaltuons Broyles a while appeaſe: 
Is't not-enough, Stays, Fortune, Love molelt 
Me all at once, but ye nut too difplenſe? 
| Let Hope (though falſe) yet lodge within my bred, 
| My tigh Attempt (though dangerous) yet praiſez 
What though I trace not right Heavens ſteppy walcs, 
| It doth ſuffice my Fall ſhall make me bleſt. 
-| Ido not doaton Dajes, I feare not Death, 
| So that my wt m7 wiſht not long; 
| Lecme Renown'd live from the Worldly Throng, 


Men but like Viſions are, Time all doth claime, 
He lives who dies to win a laſting Name. 


'$ O N. 
i hr learned Grecian who did {o excell 
In Knowledge paſſing Senſe, that he is nam'd 

Of all the after Worlds Drvime, doth tell 

That all the Time when firſt our Soules are fram'd, 

'|Ere in theſe Manſions blind they come to dwell, 

{| They live bright Rayes of that Erernalt light, 

'|Andothers (ee, know, love, in Heavenygreat height, 
\|Not toyid with onght to Reaſon do rebell. 

"Pit is moſt true, for ſtraight at the firſt fight 

JMy Mind me told that in ſome other place 

[it elſewhere (aw th' [de of that face, 

and lov'da love of Heavenly pure delight. 

What wonder now I feel io faire a flame, 

Sith T her loy'd ere on this Earth She came? 


bl 


And when Heaven liſts, recall this borrowed Breathe 
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Or Arne, nor Adncjinus,nor ſtately Tibeng 
Sebethas, nor the Flood into whoſe trexumes 
He fell who burat theworld with borrowed beames, 
Gold-rolling Tg wo, funda, famous [bor, 
Sorgaue, Roſue, Loire, Garron, nor proud-banked Seine, 
Penene, Phaſis, Xanthus, bumble Ladop, 
Nor She whoſe Nymphes excell her loved Adon 
Faire Taweſ65, nor [ter large, nor Kheine, 
Emnphrates, Tigris, Indus, Hermus, Gange, 
Pearly;H es, Serpent-like Meanger, 
The Floud which robbed Hero of Leader, 
Nile that far far his hidden Head doth range, 

Have ever had ſo rare acauſc of praiſe, 

AS Ore where this Northerne Phenix ltayes, 


$OMN. 


Tom heare my plaints faire River Chriſtalline 
Thou jn a filent lumber ſeems to (tay, 

Delicious Flowers Lilly;:and Columbine, 

I C* bow-your Heads whenl my Woes diſplay. 

” Forreſtsin _ the Mirtle, Palme and Bay, 

Have had compaſſion liſtnjng to my groancs, 

The Winds with ſighs bave folemniz'd my moanes 


=o ag cap whiſper'd wbatthey could not ſay, ; 


Rocks, the Hills, the Sy/vans Thrones, | 
( bro Gr vetpitty did in them appeare,) 
Have at my ſorraw rent their ruthleſſe (tones, | Ie 
Each thing I find hath ſence except my Deare, Je 
Who dotbnot thinke I love, or willnot know 8 |2\ 
My Griefe, perchance delighting in my woe. 
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Weet Brook, iiwhole cleare Chuiſiall Livy ayes; - 
ve oft ſcen great in labour obgheir teareSy 1/; : 
namclVd Banke whole ſhining graxdlibexces... Fong 
eſe {ad CharaRerSief any malletieuru fo m9 
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ild Citizens, aa 4006 fihe[Lrecy o: | gk JT 
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VV 1th flaming Hornsahe Bu 0 w:driogsthe yeare, 


Melt do the Ady@rewine rouling flouds of Snap, 
be ſilver Rivers inſmooth Changnelyflawy® ==; ir 


he Late- bare Wopds green Anadeatns do: WEALE. +15 

teNightiogall forgetting Winters woe: 

ap the lazy Aorne hey aotes to heare, = : 

- Wpicad arc rhoie Flow'rs which vanes of Privcerbrers | 

» ae red, ſome 2zure, white, and __ ae} 

cre lowes a Heifer,there be-walling RY ? 

| baumeleſle Lambe, not far a an.eawr " _ 

eShepbeatds lingcagrazing flocks ſwaer bay y Lt 

| all about the Egchging- Aug relonnds, 

(PrDulcs, Woods Flouds, © evry cling doth change, 
t She 1g r-gowur, [10 Love am lirange. 
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@llek ne ford wy Mind, © 
Writing T wotricr what inrapged 
Orecbarg'd withidyaſle Cops t 
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Of weeping \Mrebs 
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Y Teares may well Nzmid/es Lions tame, 
And Pity breed into the/hardeſt beare 4 
ut ever Pyrrbadideo Maid i 
ſket) She them firſt of Rocks did frames 
th Eyes which only ſerve to waile my ſmart, 
w long will you my-inward Woes proclaime, 
lay *t not ſuffice you beare n w _— ( 
ll Night,at diy but yoga muſt do 
e 1dle SigtiPto ſpend your Stormies in vaine 
id theſe ſweet filentthiekets to 

ine you in the Priſetrof my Breſt; 

my Paine; - 


7 not caſe bit rpptwemetny ' 
os PE 


Or if butt forth you uſt, 
la fight of her hom (o dear 
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/K/ Ou rcſileffe Seas n ſe your roaring Waves, | | /\ 

Bf And you who raiſe huge Mountaines in thee | _ 
"Pires Trumpeters, your liideous ſoandveantiine; -'> © 
$% liſten tothe plaints wy griefe doth taſe., 4.0 


xnall Lights ! though alamantine Live - 
'Deſtinſesto oveſtillyouordaine, * LETS 
irne hither all your Eyes;your Axels p $1 24 JOe4 
wonder at the Torthents I'ſuſtaine} *- 4 61 31 


 Eacety, thou made dalt by | a, 
4% ſcnſclelle, xe thoſe y ny dig ' 
"FI they fo croſt a Wretehbrought web Face, MY, 
Fad forinyjfhap, W''Hkathoric of 1 

And bid them (thatho-nivre Ernaes ef bare J 
To Evan b or Rhotoje me tures © 77h 
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Trrore open be my poore Life, 
If one ſhort day I never ſpent in'micth, 
f my Sp'rit with fee holds laſting ſtrife, 
It ſorrows death is-but new forrows birth; ., 
If this vaine World be but a mournfulll Stage, 
W berc,flave-boxne-Map laics £0 the laug entneck Stars, 
It Youth betalF'gamith &, with Weal Age, * 
If Know! bay ny bolder jg Wars, |" 
s oo v7 can —— dendret Meat Fame, | 
ake whayzleng ſince paſt, like that's to be, 
TT t —h only bes. 6 TR | 
If being borne I-was'but borne to dye; 
Why, feck I19-projongtbeſo loatblome daics? 
The faireſt Ryje;jn ſhorteſt time decaies. 


S'ON. 


Ll other\ Beauties how(oe:re they ſhine 
LN turceomcs brighe thag-js.the golden Ore, 
Or checks,mareAiretban faiteſt Eglanconc, . 
Or hands like.hersthat comes-the Sun before. - | 
Match'd withubatHeavenly Hew,und (bape divine, 1 
With thoſe deare Stars which. my: weak — ada Aa 
Look but as ſhgddows, or ittbey be morez; ,_; 1 
It is in this, that they are like zo thine. F 
Who ſees thoſgyes.their torce that doth nat prove! 
Who pany ky of that chia, [21 £ 
And finds. not {vx SON cntrencb'd therein, ., 
Or ye SZ. | prog is Love?... ;\ 
Oo £ rc! «9 had the grace, i bid Lal 
He would hive digd with wondring og ghy.Facee TY," 
Ut n 
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SEXTAIN.. - 
He Heaven doth not cont aine ſa many Stars, 
Nor level dlye ſo many leaves in Woods, 
ze Antnmne and cold Boreas ſound their Wars, © 
bo many Wavd#have wor tbe Ocean Floods, © -- 
$4s my torn Mind bath torment: all the Night, 
nd Heart fpends Sighs,when 'Photbus brmgs the Light. 


q | 


| 
3, 


.F* was I made a Partner of the Light, 


FF: croſt in birth, by bad afpett of Stars, 

Wave never fince had happy D ay nor Night? 

$1 4s not { a liver in the Woods, 

Jr Citizen of Thetis chriffall Floods, 

$*: fad 4 Man for Love and Fortunes Wars? = 


[lork each Day when Death ſhoxld end the Wars, 
neivilliars twixt Senſe and Reaſons Light: 

t Paines [ count to Momntaines, Meads and Floods, + 

$4rd of way ſorrow Partners.maks the.Stars, #1 
{ Deſolate I haunt the fearfull Woods, 


When! (boaid give myſelfe to reſt ar Night, bn 


ith warchfoull Eyer Tres beheld the Night 
Dother of Peace, bur alitd me of Wats)' 

ſnd Cynthiz Queew- like ſhining through the Woods, 
"1 ſtraight rhojeL amps come in my thought whoſe Light 
#1 J#dgement dazel'd, paſſing brighteſt Stars, 
{then my Eyes in-iſle themſelves with Floods. 


jj 1rne to therr Springs againe firſt ſhall the Floods, 
"Yeare ſhall the Sun the ſad and gloomy Night, 
"Yo dance aboxt the Pole ceaſe (hall the Stars, 
he Elements renew their ancient Wars 
"What firſt, a:d be depriv'd of Place ana Light, 
101 fina reſt in Cit 7”, Fielar, or Woods. 
| C3 : Exd 3 


227 < POEMS,” 
End theſe my daies you Inmate s of the Woods, 
Taks this my Life je deep and raging Flouds, 
Sunnever riſe to clheare me with thy Light, WW 
Horror and Darknefle keep 4 /affteng Night, 

Conſung me Care with thy imeftine Wars, 

And faq your Infleence o're me bright Stars 


Is vaine the Stars;th' Inbabit ams oth*' Woods, 
Care, Horror, Wars I call and raging Floods, 
For all have ſworne no. Night ſhell dim wy Sight. 


SON, 


ON” Bluſh enpurpling Cheekes, pure skies 
With crimſon Wings which (pred thee like thy V 
O baihfall look ſent from thoſe wrong eyes, ( Morm, 
Which thonghflid down on Earth doth Heaven adorne. 
© Tongue in which moſt luſhious Near lies, 
That can at once both bletſe and make forlorne, 
Deare corrall Lip which Beawty beautifics, 
That trembling (toad before her words were borne. 
And you her Words, Words no, but golden Chames 
Which did inſlave my eares, enſnare my (ople, 
Wiſe Image of her Mind, Mind that containes 
A power all Power of Sexes for'to controule : 

So ſweetly you from Love difwade do me, 
That I love more, it more my Loye can be. 


Ea  wvo_c;. i tQKtcCac”7 Tc 


lognds, your: 
Unto thele.texces pes: wich 
bod d {reghle weepyapd yeu. 93 yt 

ſters lorrowyy ja delefal fires 

bo pever joyfall Hand gpan you go, . 
Nor Confort.keep but when you. 
Flie Phabus Raies, abbox the irkelome oo " 
Woods ſolitary. (hades; fox tbee ace beſts)... ... 
Or the black hocrours of: 4heblacksſt,Night,.} 5/1 
ty Whenallthe #0r/2 fave Thonand I dogelt >... i 
Then ſound (ad Lute - beare 4, mourning pats: / 
Thou Hel canſt move; though not a Womans, Heart. 


SON, 


þ vg ant ola Gro os. 
o. quench t > nang 40My VEINESs | v7 
In vaine( Levezs pilgrin)-Moyneaines, ales and Plains 
I over-run,vaine th dere Saree on ITT 
{| [no vain wy Friends logo Caunial,og embraiogs | 
To fly, and place my/Lhoughts eg other torn 
Ablike tbe Bird tha red haub hes, Wirgs,: - , 
| The more /move the greater are my-pamrs, 
| Deſire (alas) Depre a Zenxu B&W, i + 
From th' Orient borrowing Gold, from Whores Wy 
, ped Cinabre, \cts before my kyes -- ; 
In every place, her Haire, ſweet caps 66. Hue: 
That Fer reſt /,all doth prove but vaine, 
My. life ljes in thoſe Eyes which have mellaine. 


$ ON” 


Lig< fot flirt Fov® hd thake's Chriſtall Plaine, = 
Cut your whit and otiyour foumy Fate ©, * 


Let not # wrinkle be, When you Embrace 

The Boat that Eh r feftions be 

Winds wondet;y 

Or if that ye your*hearr 

From ſending ſighs, fedling 4 Lovers Cafe, —_ 

Sigb,andi##i herhaire taire yoat'(aves eochaine, © 2 1 

Or take theſe ſigtis which abſerice makes arite * 

From my oppreſſed bref}, and Fl the failes, 

Or fome ({weet breath new biought from Paradiſe > 

The flouds do ſtile, Love o'rgthe winds prevailes; = 
Andyet buge Waves ariſe, the cauſe is this, 

bY Yeeanftrives with Fortb the Boat to kifle, 


SON: 


Ruſt not fweet ſole thoſe curled waves of Gold | 

P rnrgencs Tides that on/your Teinples flow, 
Not Temples {pted with Flakes of Virgin ſnow, 

Nor ſnow of Cheeks with Tyria» graine enrold. 
Truſt not thoſe Thining Lights which wrovght'my woe 
When fisſtT did ther azure Raieg behold, - 

Nor voice. wlidle ſounds moreſtrange eftes do ſhow 
Than of the Th+&cian Harper have been told - 

Look to this dying Bip, fadirig\Reſe, 

Darke Hyacinrb6;of late whole bluſhing Beames 
Made all the neighbouring berbs and grafſereJoyce,. 
And tbibke howlittle is twixt Lifes'extreames ; 

T he ervell Tyrantthat did ill thoſe Flow'rs 
$ þ4ll once; «7 we{ not fpare that Spring of yours. 
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POE 
SON. 


N Minds pure Glafſe when Imyſelfe behold, 

And lively ſee how my beft daies are {pent, 
What clouds of \care above my head” arerold, 
What = Coming 111; which 1 cannot prevent z 
My courſe begun I 'wearied do repent; ' 
And would embrace what Reaſes oft hath told,” 
But ſcarc&thus thinke 1, when Love hath control | 
All the beſt reaſons Reafos could invent. Ki 
Though fure I know my labours end'is griefe, *- 
The more | ſtrivethatTthe moreſhall pine, = 
That only death ſhall be thy laſt reliefe 4 
Yet when'T thinke upon that face divine, - 

Like one with Arrowſhot, in laughters place, 


Mangre my Heart, 1 joy in my diſgrace. 
SON. 


Eare Quiriſter,vwho from thoſe ſhadows ſends | 
Ere that the bluſbing Morne dare-ſhew her Light, 
Such fad lamenting'(traines, that N;ghr attends | - 
( Becomeall Eare) Stars ſtay-to heare thy plight. 
It one whole gricte even reach of thought tran 
Who ne're | not in a Dreame ] did taſte Delight, 
May'thee importone'who like cafe pretends, 
And {cems to joy in woe, 1n Woes defpight. 
Tell me {lo may thoh Fortune milder try, 
And long long fing) for what thou thas co 
Since #/:»eer's gone, anÞ#Sxx indapled skte 
Enamour\iſmiles on Woods and flowry Plaines ? 
The Bird, asif myqueſtions did her move, 
_ With trembling Wikgs bgt'd forth / Zoe, 1 ove. 


K 


aines, 


Oo 


SQ MN: 


Cruell {weetneſle inbumane, ; - 
That ojght and day.comends. with my deſire, - 
'8 And ſecks my bope ta-kill,not quench my fire,” | 

| By Death, not Beylme to eaſe my plcaſant paine. 
Though ye my IE Ldabe 
And bonnd m do not ales dildune 

| The Leer ew ane one 
' Andfor their cauſe theſe: torments fharpe lultaine. . 
Let great Empealoclas yaunt of his death , . 
Found in the midſt-of thoſe Sicilian flames, 

|. And Phatton that Heaven him reft of breath, 
And Dedals Son whojnam'd the Sarees ſtreames - 
Their haps I not envy,my praiſcſhall be 

- That the mo; faire tbat lives moy'd me to dye... 


SOM, 


"Or Ginoden GR thee bred, 
he Cotiee Tigers with their milke thee fed, 
How Fawnes did humane blond on.thee beſtay. . 
- Fierce Orithzes lover intby.bed.. - 
 Theelulldlafleep nba enrag'd doth blow, 
* Thoudidſt nana be Flouds which here do flow, 
+- "But teares, or _ Taxan Head, 
*  Siththou difdaines my love, negle&s my griefe, 
| Lavghsat my groanes,and (till atteſts my death ? 
- Ot thee, nor Heaven il (eek ne morerelicte, 
Nor longer entertaine this loathfome breath; - 
- But yeeld unto my Stars,that thou maielt prove, 
 Whatloile thou bad(t in loſing ſuch a Love, 


Phebu 


0 kia wh < © 4.06; 
POR AMS. - 
% 


HOEBUS wiſe, \ Te 
And paint the ſable Shzes 
With azaregwhbiteand red; 
Rowſe Memmons Mother from her Tytbons bed, 
That ſhe thy Careere may with Roſes ſpread, 


The Nightivngales thy comming each whe:e Gas. 


HMake an eternal fpring. 

Give life to this darke World which hath dead. 
Spread forth thy golden haire 

' In larger locks than thou waſt wont before, 

And Empereur-like decore 

With Diadews of Pearle thy Ti emples faire : : 

Chaſe hence the ugly Night 

Which ſerves but to make deare thy glorioxs Light. 

Thu u« that happy Morne, 

T bat day, leng-withed day, 

Of all my life ſo darks, 


( If cruell Stars have not my reine ſworne, + 


And Fates my hopes betray ) 
Which ( parel white) deſerves 
An everlaſting Diamond ſhowld it 
This is the Morne ſhould bring auto this Grove 
My Low, to heare, andrecompence ry leve. 
Faire Kin Loy all preſerves, 

Bat ſhow thy blu(hing Beams, 

And thox <-> ſweeter Eyes 

Shall ſee then thoſe whwh by Penevs Streams 
Did oxce thy heart ſmyprife « 

N ay, Suns which ſhine as cleare 

As hou when two thow did'ft ro Rome appeare. 


| 
l 
| 


'. Now Flora decke thy ſelfe in faireſt guiſe, 


If that ye Winds wonld heare 

A voice ſwrpaſſing far Amphions lyre, 
Your faerions chiding ſtay, 

Her Zephire only breathe, 


i And with ber Trefſes play, 
, Keſſing ſometimes thoſe purple ports of Death, 


The Winds all flent are, 
And Phoebus i bir chaire 


Exſeſrening Sea and Aive, 


er V Star : 
Night rigs the! et 
Beyond the Hills to ſhun his flaming Wheeles. 
T he Fields with flow'rs ave deckt in every hue, 
The Clowdt with Orient Gold ſpangle their blew : 
Here u the pleaſant place, 
Ani nothing wanting is ſave She alas. 


SON. 
Ho hath not ſeen into her ſaffran Bed 


V 


Or her of whole pure bloud firſt ſprang the Roſe 
Lall'd in a flamber by a Mirthe ſhade? 


| Who hath not ſeeh'thar ſleeping white and red 


Makes Phebe look io pale, which ſhe did cloſe 
In that Jonian Hill to eaſe ber woes, 
Which only lives by her deare kifſes fed ? 


; Come but and ſee my Lady ſweetly (leep, 


Fhe fighing Rubies of thoſe heavenly lips, 
The Cxpids which breftsgolden Apples keep, 
Thoſe Eyes which ſhine in midſt of their Ecclipſe; 
And he them all (ball ſee,perhaps and prove 
She waking but perſwades,now forceth Love. 


The Motriings Goddeſs mildly her repoſe, 


SON, 


Ee Cithereas Birds, that milk»whice paire - ' . ' |] 
On yonder leavie Afir:le Tree which grone, 5 
And waken with their kifles 10 the Aire © . | 
Th* enamour'd Zephrres murmuring one by one 3 -. 
If thea but ſenſe hadlt like Pigmyations Stone, 
Or had(t not ſeen Meduſas ſnaky baire, 
Loves leſſons thou-mightſt learn: and learn (wet faire, 
To S#mmers beat ere that thy Spring be growne. 
And if thole kiſſing lovers ſecme but Cold, - _ 
Look how that Elme this [vy doth embrace, 
Aod binds,and claſpes with many a wanton fold, 
And courting Sleep,o reſbadows all the place; - 
Nay, ſcems to ſay, deare Tree. we (ball not Parts 
. Inlign whereof loc.in cachleafee Hears. | 


SON. 


T's Sax is faire when he with crimſon Crown, 
And flaming Rabies leaves; bis Eaſterne bed, / , 
Faire is Thawmant:as in her Chriſtallgown Load 48 
When clouds cogemm'd ſhew azure. groen, andred.. 2 
To Weſterne Worlds when weaied Day gocs down, 
And from heavens windows cachStar ſhows her bead, 
Earths ſilent daughter, Nght, is faire though brown, 
Faice is the Moon in Loves livery cled. 


The Spring is faire when it doth paint Aprill, 

Faire are the Hfeadrgthe Waeds,the Floods arc faire, 

Faire looketh Ceres with her yellow haire, [3 

And Applcs-Queene when Roſe-checkt ſhe doth (mile; F 
That Heaven and Earth,and Seas arcfaire is true, 
Yet trac that all not pleaſe ſo much as you, 


Like 


MADRIGALL. 


Which 


The Grave 


wr  * &_. © tt _ to 4 nd A. =. +» 


S ſke the Tdalian 
\1 Hind necks, on brelts I pe Applorc be ſten, 
At firſt. glance of 
In Cyprus Gar < oe thoſe ſarie flowert 
ber blood were borne, 
faiming ſaw'my P aramenr's. 
aboxt the place, 
The Winds awd Trees 23 
m_ nce en hoy 
es did fi Fro Pater teſt f #pon her face, 
ws as their dn fe fe finger: bind, 
| Thar ſv night read my cafe 
1 wiſt/d to be a Hyacinth ts ber hand, 
3 SON. 
| $ bp is ſhegone tO foole and coward I / 
occaſion lolt, ne're to be found / 
| Whckbilty Ml chtinds hive? my dull \= pe 
W _ did not Foreune try 
| Herekh ce where ou "Sa 
| With OO here Moe tefied the 
She fix'& her eyes ori this yet ſailing Pond, 
ne me oolony Rope po rk deny. 
| _ Gten yo tiny diſdaine; 
| toe! in her Ne hk pics no place, 
ll. though come retire againe* 
wan try bees Re ell, I've beard it-told 
Who lives ia love cat never be too bold, . 


What 


POEMS, 31 


80M, 


Hat on Star intothiv World me broaght ® * 


dawn 
DAM ao Yor op Oiptane lone, | 


And would not leave mein bak dyoyrey ? 
What thing fo deare as I hath efſence 
The Elemetrts dry, Hamid, beavy, light, - 
The ſmalleſt living things which Nt#re wronght © 
Be freed of woe if theythave fall colighe, 
Ah only I abandon'd De 
Nail'd to my torments ir Horwowrs ſhade, 
Like wandring Cloudsſecall my couforts fled, 
And Il] on Ill witty Houres my like imp! 
The Heavens and'Forixne which were v 
Stay in one Manſion fixt to cauſe me mourn. 


? 


SO N.- 


Dre Eye whieh'duign'ſt crr this ſail Aſexnwenr, # 
Sovouteet my milhips th view, *' * - 
bought with morning d1s/es 
br ory ts draw,” Which is not Falrft}bur trary 
It thou not dazell'swith'a H 
And comely Featureydidit not yet ls 
But happy livesuntothy'ſelte content, 
oy not Love ———_— = | 
k on the wotall hip4wrack CD, 
And let my ruines thee for Beacon! 
To ſhunthis Rock Capharean of ur 
And ſerve no to ef pleiney Cintrh-imtwflerecs 
His Kingdom's butof plaints, big gaerdon texres, 
What heyives more is Jealoufies and Feares, 


To 


'32 POEMS. 


M4 De 


[EIS 11-023 ua AA 7 
Ot you, faire radiant Eioes',  » : 

bleck yeeld beneath the [arty Ark. aC1t1 v2] 
nw, niſhtHeavens of Laws” Va | ' 
Sinople Lanpsof Jeve,'  - edt 2) wh 12d 
Serg all thoſe bexregawbich, with you ues yoo pueh 
wo burning Sung. you. prove; - Th 
Allother Eyes compar'd with you genre lights; 
Are Hells, or if not tle dump Nights, I lin's 4 
The Heavens | if we-their 
The Sea bearraJere ce green ror ere blew: 1 
They all mak what ever faire yEtWASS/ |» [+ 
And ghey are-faire Aj: Wot gON | 


s> 


| Naz Siſter Nymphs which: baunt this chriſtall 
y 1a theſe floting Bawers abidg;(Brook,” 

. Where tx Rootesof Trees ixom a+ ck 

Which g Ln woods jo every 

wW yegarlandsfor your locks provide. 

Or pcarly letters {ſcek in {andy Book, - 

Or caunt your Loves when T betig-was a Bride, ... 

Lift up your golden heads and on; me-look. ems 


| Read jo mine Eyes my agonizing Cares, 41 no owl 
And what ye read,recount to ber,againe - s! hn. 
Pre N Tmphs le ſtreames are but my Teatey 


Felt you how they {weet remaine,.. 1 
that thebatete tEAres which. Ey ES CaN DAure, 


She 


POEMS, 33 
SON. 


He whoſe faire flowers no Autumn makes decay, 
W hole Hue Celeſtiall,carthly hues doth {taine, 
Into a pleaſant odoriferous Plaine | 
Did walke alone to brave the pride of ay. 
And whilſt through flowry Lilts ſhe made her way, 
That proudly (mil'd ber ſight to entertaine, 
Lee,unawares where Love did hid remaine 
She (pied,and ſought to make of him her prey : 
For which of golden locks a faireſt haire 
o bind the Boy ſhe you but he affrajd 
t her approach (pradg ſwiftly in the Aire, | 
id mounting far trom reach,lookt back and (aid, | 
Why (houldſt thou| {weet |meſeck in chaines to bind, 
Sith 19 thy eyes I dayly am confing?. 


RM A D. 


Weet Roſe whence is-this buo p 
Which doth all hues-excell? 

hence this:-molt_ tragrant ſmell 2. 

nd whence ttus forme and gracing grace in you ? 
faire Pacftaras fields perhaps you grew, 

Yr Hyblas Hills you bred;;.. | mo 

Jr odoriterous E:xas Plaines you fed,” >» 46" 
\c 7 mol, or.Where Bore yong Aden flew; | ' 
Chath the Queen of -Koveyou diced of new: 
Ithat deare Blopd, which makes you leok fo red? -. 
No, none of thole, but Caule more bighyou blilt, 
My Ladics-Breſt you bore; her Lips you Kit; 


| s 

1 þ 8 
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34 POEMS. 


MADRIGALL. 


OF. thu cold World of onrs, | 

Flow'r of the Seaſons, Seaſon of the Flow'rs, 

Swn of the Sun, ſweer Spring, 

Swcb hot and burning daies why doſt thou bring ? 

Is it becauſe thoſe high Eternall Pow'rs 

Flaſb down that Fire:thus World environing ? 

Or that now Phatbus keeps his Sifters ſpheare ? 

Or doth ſome Phaeton 

Enflame the Sea avd Aire ? 

Or rather is't not uſher of the Year, 

| Or that laſt day among the Flow'rs alone - 

| UnmasK'd thou ſaw'it my Faire ? 

. Mud whilſt thow om her gaz'd (he did thee burne, 
And to thy Brother Samimer doth thee twrye, 


SON. 


of -* TT T © TD CREE 


DR Wood, and you ſyyeet ſolitary Place, 
Where I eſtranged fremttievulgar live, 
Contented more with what your ſhades me glve, 
Than if T had what Tie:4 dothembrace : 
What ſnaky Eye grown jealous 6f my pace, 
Now from your ſilent Horrours would me drive ? 
When Sun advancing in his glorious race 
Beyond the Pwin;,doth prargour Pole arrive, 

What ſweerdelight &'quiet life#ffords, -/- - 1 
| And whatiivis tobe from bondage free, | | 
7 Far from the madding Worldlings boar{&dilcords, / 
F Cweet flowvy place Eficſt didleamne<f thee: - 
Ahif 1 were mine owne, your deare reſorts 
I would cot change with Princes ſtatelieft Conrts. | It 


Aa A 
| hat TS—_—_—_— —_— __———-—————m—_—_— — po i Pn. 
- 


PO EA's. 
SON. 


H who can ſee thoſe fruits of Paradiſe, 
Cceleſtiall Cherries which ſo ſweetly ſwell,\ 
That Sweemeſſe ſelfe confind there ſeemesto owe 
And all thoſe {weeteſt Parts about deſpiſe? 
Ah who can ſee wwe feele no Flame ſurpriſe 
His hardened heart ? For me «/«s too well 


| I know their Force,and how theydoexcdll,; 


Now t defire I'buroe, and now-Ifrectcy 
I dye (dearc Life Janlefſe to me begiven 


; | As many kifſes as the Spring hath Blows, 


Or there be filver drops in /r#& Show'rs, 

Or ſtars there be in Heaven ; 
And it diſpleas'd ye/of the Mateh.complaine," | 
Ye ſhall have leave'to take them back againe, 


SON, 


S'tnot-enough (ay me) me thus to fee. 

Like ſome Heaven-baniſh'd Ghoſt ſtill wallngho, / 
A Shadow which your Raiesdo only ſhow; 
To vexe me more, unleſle ye bid me die ; 


{| What could ye worle allot unto your Foe ? 
{But die will I,ſo ye will not deny 


That grace to me which mortall Foes even try, 
To chuſe what ſort of Death ſhall end my woe 


JOnce did T find that whiles youdid:me kifle, 
"Ye gave my panting foule ſo ſweet a touch, 
/ That halfe I ownd in midlt of all 'my BI Me, 


$1do but crave my Deaths- wound may be ſuch ; 


n 


For though by Griefe I die not and annoy, 
Is't not enough to dic through tos much; Joy f- 


3 #ubapy 


p— * 


= 
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POEMS. 


M AD. 


Nhappy Light. pres | rs 
VB: os approach to briug the wofull Day, $ 
When I muſt bid for ape 

Farewell to her,and live in endlefſe plight. 


Faire Moon with gentle Beames 

The fight who never mars, 

Cleare long- Heavens ſable V anlt.avd you bright Stars 
Your golden Locks long view in Earth: pure ſtreames; | 
Let Phoebus xewerriſe | 
To dim your watchfull Eyes. 

Prolong ( al as) proleng my ſhort delight, 

And if ye can makg an Eternall Night, 


SON. 


When I to her bad given a {ad Fare» well, 

 Cloſeſealed with a Kifle,and Dew which fell .. - 

On my elſe- moiſtned Face from Zeaxties Skies z 

So (travge Amazement did my Mind ſurpriſe, 

That at each Pace I fainting turn'd againe, 

Like one whom a-Torpede (tupifics, 

Not feeling Henexrs Bit, nor Reaſons Raine> 

But when fierce Starsto part me did conltraine, 
' With back-caſt Looks, I both envid and bleſs'd 

The bappy Walls and Place did her containe, 

Untill my eyes that flying ObjeQ mi(s'd; 

So Wailing parted Gazymede the faire, I 

Whes Eagles Talcnts bore bim through the Aire. 


V Ith griefe in Heart, and tears in ſwelling Eycy 


a © cc}  » - 
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A That clear'd my bifes 


, 
* 


Si gone 1s my Delight and only Pleaſure, * 


. ne Ss 
: 


PO 


SEXTAIN, 


The laſt of all my Hopes, the chetrefull Sun | 
4 uy Spheart, Natures ſweet Tren« + 

More deare to me than allbeneath the Moon, © (lure 

What reftetb now but that #pon this Mountain 

[ weep till Heaven transforme me to a Fountaine Þ 


Freſh f aire deliciewgchriſtall, prarly Fountaine, 
On whoſe ſmooth face to look, (he oft rook_ Pleaſure, 


| Tell me( ſo may thy Freames long cbeare this Mountaine, 
| So Serpent ne're thee ftaine, nor ſcorch thee Sun, 


Se may with watry beames thee keſſe the Moone) 
Doft thow not monrne 18 wart ſo faire a-Treaſure Þ 


While ſhe here gaz'd onthee, rich Tag Trealure, 
Tho neededFt not envy, nor yet the Fountaine, 
Is which that Hunter ſaw the naked Moon, 
Abſence bath robb'd thee of thy Wealth and Pleaſure, * 
And 1 remaine like Marigold of Sun 
Depriv'd, that dies by ſhadow of ſome Monntaine, + 


Nymphs of the Forreſts, Nymphs who on this Moun- 


"|| Are wont to dance, ſhewing your Beaxnties Treaſure (tain 
| To Goat-feet Sylvans; andthe wondring Sun, 


When as you gather flow'rs about this Fontaine, 
Bia ber farewell who placed here ber Pleaſure, 
And ſing her praiſes to the Stars and Moone. 


Among the l:ſſer lights as is the Moon, 
Bluſhing through menffl.n7 clouds on Latmos Mountaine, 
Or when ſhe views bey (i{ver Locks for Pleaſure 
In Thetis freames, proud of ſo gay 4 Treaiure, 
Sach was my Faire when She ſate by this Fountaine 83 


ith8 With ether Nymphs to (hun the amorous SU 
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At is owwr Earth in abſence of the Sun, 
Or when of Sun deprived « the Moon, 
As 14 without 4 verdant ſhade 4 Fountaine, 

Or wazting graſſe,a Mead, a Vale, s Moumnaine; 
Such is my ſtate, beyeſt of my deare Treature, 

T o know whoſe only worth was all wy Pleniarte. 


Ne"rethinke of Pleaſure Heart, Eyes ſhun the Sun, 
Teares be your Treaſure, which the wandring Moon 
Shall ſee you (bed by Mountain, Y aile,ovd Fountaine., 


SON, 


Vis ſometime which ſerved for a Spheare 
Tothatdeare Planet of my heart, whole light 
Made often bluſh the glorious Queen of Night, 
While She in thee more beautious did appeare, 
What moarning weeds (a/ar ) doſt thou now weare ? 
How loathſome to my eyes is thy ſad ſight ? 
How. poorly look'ſt thou, with what heavy cheare, 
Since ſets that San which made thee ſhine ſo bright ? 
Unhappy now thee cloſe, for as of late 
To wondring Eyes thou wert a Paradiſe, 
Bereft of her who made thee fortunate, 
A gulfe thou art whenee clouds of (ighs ariſe : 
Bat unto none fo noy ſome as to me, 
Who howely ſces my murthered joys in thee. 
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SON. 


Ow many times Nights ſilent Queen her face 

Hath hid, how oft with Stars in filver Maske, 

In Heavens great Hall, ſhe hath begun her Taske, 

And chear'd the waking Eye io lower Place ? 

How oft the Sx» hath made by Heavens ſwift race 

The happy Lover to forſake the Breſt 

Of bis deare Lady, wiſhing in the Welt 

His Golden Coach to run had larger ſpace ? 

I ever count and tell ſince I alas 

Did bid Farewell to my Hearts deareſt Gueſt, 

The Miles ]number,and io mind I chaſe, 

The flouds and Mountaines hold me from my reſt, 
But woe is me, long count and count may 7, 
Ere I ſee her whole abſence makes me die. 


SON. 


F Death ſome tell, ſome of the crue!l Paine 
Which that bad Crafts- man in bis Work did trie, 
When [” a new Monſter flames once did conltraine 
A bumane Corps to yeeld a bellowing Cry. 
Some tell of thoſe io burning Beds who lie, 
Becauſe they durſt in the Phlegrean Plaine \ 
The mighty Ruler of the Skves defie, 
And ficge thoſe chryſtall Tow'rs which all containe, 
An other counts of Phlegethons hot finods, 
The Soules which drinke /x:0ns endlefle (mart, 
And tis who feeds a Vulture with bis heart, 
One tells of SpeRars in enchanted Woods : 
Of allthoſe Paines th' extreameſt who would prove, 
Let him be abſent and but burae in Love, 
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LS] Aire,precious haire, which Midas hand did ieain, 
Part of the Wreath of gold that crowns thole 
Which Fizters whiteſt white in whitenes ſtain, (brows: 
Andlilly by Eridans banke that grows. 
Hare [fatall preſent | which firlt caus'd my woes, 
Whenlooſe ye hang like Daraes golden raine, 
Sweet Nets which ſweetly do all hearts enchaine, 
Strings,deadly Krings,with which ove bends his bows, 
How are ye hither come, tell me O baire ? 
Deare Armelet, for what thus were ye given ? 
1 know, a badge of bondage Iyou weate, 
Yet baire for yon O that I were a Heaven | 

Like Berenices Locks, that ye might ſhine, 

(But brighter far) about this Arme of mine. 
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Re theſe the flowry banks ? Is this the ſrad 
Where ſhe was wont to paſſe the pleaſant houresf 
Was't here her Eyes exhal'd mine eyes ſalt ſhow'cs, | 
And on her lap did lay my wearied Head ? 
Is this the goodly E/we did us o'ce(pread, 
Whole tender Rine, cat forth in curjous flow'cs 
By that white hand, containes thoſe flames of Ours ? 
Is this the murmuring Spring us muſick made ? 
Deflouriſht Aead, where is your heavenly bue ? 
And Banke, that Arras did you late adorne ? 
How look'lt thou Ewe all withered and forlorne ? . 
Only ſweet Spring nought altered ſeems in you. 
But while here chang'd each other thing sppears, 
To lalt yourltreamestake of mine Eyes theſetears, 
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. Lex here ſhe ſtay'd, among theſe Pines, 
Sweet Hermitreſſe (he did all alone repaire; 

Here did (he ſpread the Treaſure of her Hair, - 
More rich-than that brought from the Colckian Mines. 
Here ſate ſhe by theſe musket Bglantines, 
The happy flow'ts ſeeme yet the print to beare, 
Her voice did (weeten here thy ſugredlines, 
To which Winds, Trees, Bealts, Birds, did lend an Exe. 
She here me fir{t perceiv'd,and here a Morne 
Of bright Carnat ious did o'reſpread her Face ; 
Here did ſhe (igh, here firſt my Hopes wereborne, 
Herefirlt I got a Pledge of promis'd Grace - 

But ab what ſerves t' huve been made happy ſo ? 

Sith paſſed Pleaſures double dat new woe. 


SON, 
Lace me where angry Titawburnes the More, 
And thirſty 4fric fiery Monlters brings, 
Or wherethe new-borne Phw-ix (preads her Wings, 
And troupes of wondring Birds her flight adore. 
Place me by Gange or [des enammell'd ſhore, 


Where ſmiling Heavens on Earth cauſe donble Springs; 


Place me where Neptwnes Quire of Syrens (ings, 

Or where made hoarſe throuyh Cold he leaves to roue? 

Place me where Fortune doth ber Darhngs crown, 

A Wonder or a ſparks in Exvies Eye, 

Or you outragious Fates upon me frown, 

Till Pi1ty wailing ſee difaltred Me; | 
AﬀeQtions print my mind fo deep.doth prove, 

] miy forget my Selfe ; but not my Love. 
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H Ee I vary, Corral, old, 
Of braſt, of lip,of haire, 
So lively Sleep doth ſhow to inward fgbt, 
That wake Þ thinke I bold 
No Shadow,but my Faire : 
My ſee ſo to deceive 
With long-ſoue Eyes Ifhan the irke ſome Light. - 
Szch pleaſure bere I have 
Delighting infalſe gleames, | 
If Death Sleeps Brother be, ; 
And Seules brreft of ſenſe have ſo ſweet Dreame;, 
How could I wiſh thus ftill to dreame and dye, 8 


SON. 


ay mM we . 


my with golden wings abroad doth range 

Where Phaba leaves the Night or brings the Day, 

Fame, mn one who reltlefle doſt not ſtay 

Till thou haſt flown from eFtlas unto Gange ; 

Fame, Enemy to Time, that (till doth change, 

> Andinhis changing Courſe would make decay. 
What here below he findethin his way, 

Even making Yer: we to her ſelfe look ſtrange: 

hter of Heaven ; Now all thy Trumpets ſound, 

Raiſe vp thy Head unto the higheſt Skie, 

With wonder blaze thegitfts in her arc found, 

And when ſhe from this mortall Globe (hall flie, 
In thy wide Mouth keep long, Keep long her Name; 
So thou by her, ſhe by thee live ſhall Fame. 
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The Second Part. 


| F mortall Glory O ſoone dark'ned Ray ! 

O winged Joyes of Man, more ſwift than Wind! 
O fond Deſires which in our Fancies (tray / | 
O traitrous Hopes which doour Judgements blind 1 
Loe,in a Flaſh that Light is gone away, 
Which dazell did aach Eye, delight each Mind, 
And with that S@x,from whence it came, combind, | 
Now makes more radiant Heavens eternall Day, | 
Let Beawty now bedew her Cheeks with Teares, © 4 
Let widow'd Muſick only roare and groane, 

Poore YVertweget thee Wings and mount the Spheares, 
For dwelling place on Earth for thee is none : , 
Death bath thy Temple raz'd, Loves Empire foil'd, 
| The World of Honour, Worth,and Sweetnes ipoil'd. 


Thofe 


POEMS.- 
S ON. 


*Hoſe Eyes, thoſe ſparkling Saphires of Delight, 
| Which thonſand thouſand Hearts did fet on Fire, 
which that Eye of Heaven which brings thelight 
Okt Jealous, ſtayed amar'd them to admire. 
That living Snow, thoſe crimion Roſes bright, | 
Thoſe Pearles, thoſe Rubies which enflam'd Deſires 
Thoſe Locks of Gold;zthat Purple fairc of Tyre, 
Are wrapt [ aye me 1Jup in eternall Night. | 
halt thou mare to vaunt of wretched World, | 
Sith ſbe who cauſed all thy blifle is gone ? 
- Thy ever-burning Lamps, Rounds ever-whorld | 
Can not unto thee modell ſuch a One - 
Or ifthey would ſuch Beanty bring on Earth, 
They ſhonld be forc*d againe to give her birth. 


1 SON. 


Fate,conjur'd to poure your worlt on me! - 
# O rigorous Rigour which doth all confound ! 
Withcruell Hands ye have cut. down the Tree, 
And fruit with leaves have ſcattered on the Ground. 
A little ſpace of Earth my Loye doth bound, 
That Beauty which did raiſe it to the Skie, 
Tarn'd in diſdained Duſt, now low dothlye, 
Deafe to my plaints,and ſenſelefle of my wound. 
Ab ! didTI live for this ? ah 1 did Tlove ? 
And was'*tforthis (fierce powers) ſhe did excell, 
That ere ſhe well the Sweets of life did prove, 
She ſhould (too deare a gueſt ) with Darkzeſſe dwell? 
Weake influence of Heaven / what faire is wrought, 
Falls ia the prime, and paſſeth like a Thought, 
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Wofall life 1 0, by 
Fraile Boat of Chxiltall nam Set 
A Gem A to Fertaxe:ormy 
ch kept with paine with DEI, 
cigheteray Woes - -— pv" 
My all- Sn 


That I thole envy —_ eh, 

And pity thoſe who run thy dreadfull way. | 

When did mine Eyes behold one chearefull Morne # - 

When had my toſſed Soule one ofReſt ? 1A 

When did not angry Stars my jorpfcome? I 

O1 cow Lind why Wie RN belt : | 
Even, ſince our voyage (bamefull is,and ſhort, 
Soone to ſtrike Saile,and periſh inthe Port. 


SON, 


Pe: my Eyes your Globes in brioy Streames, | © 
And with a cloud of Sorrow dim your fight, - ; 
The Suns bright S#x is ſet, of late _ | 
Gave luſtre to your Day, Day to your} 
My Voice now cleave the Earth with. DA 
Roare forth achallenge in the Worlds deſpight, 
Till that diſguiſed Griefe is ber delight, 
| That Life a:Slumber ig of fearefull Dreames; 
And woefull Mind abþor to thinke of Joy, 
My Senſes all from couforts all you hide, 
Accept no objed but of black Annoy 
Tearcs, Plaijnts, Sighs, mourning Wok Graves gaping: 
: I bavenonghtleft to wiſh; My Hopesare eG 
And all with her beneath a Marble laid, 


Sweet 
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S.OMN. 


Weet Soule, which in the A 
bor aha 0 nomr hes 


And now widbAlathits R 2 
W Tr 


It H | 
From looking to this Globe that all y 
. Tfrath and pity thtre-above be 
hl. daigne to lendalook unto theſe Texres, 
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i withLaurells flonriſh green, 
Thine ſhell-ywith Mi theſeflow'rs be ſeen. 


& ON; 


 CWeetSpringthouturn'ft with all thy goodly traive, - | - 

i Ofiyea! oft Aitnes;thy Mantlebright with flows, 

| The 2 pbirer cos the Sreen Locks of the Plaine, 

The Cloads for6z rhe down'theirſhow'rs. 

* Dot xeturne {breet Ye it aþ7hy pleaſant'/houres, 

And bappy daics'w thee come not againe, 

” The fad Memorials ly of m paine 

Do with thee tet dich tarne' my Sweets tt. Sow'rs- 
= Thoy art the (ant ict (tif thou'wett before, / 

* Delicious, luſt pattie: fairs,” 

_ But ſbe whoſc Breath! embanim/d'thy: wholelorie Aire 
IE: -norGems can her reſtore, | 
'Neg)e&ted Y/wr##e Seaſons go and come, 

When thinoforpor lie cloſed {n'&Tombe.,” 


. 
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SON. 


V\ Hat doth it ſerve to ſee the Sans bright Fice? 
And Skzes enamell'd with the /»dian Gold ? - 
Or = Moonein _ Chariot _=_ f 
And all the Glory of that ſtarry Place 
What doth-it ſerve Earths B to behold ? 
The Moumeaines pride, the ws flowry grace, 
The ately comlinefie of Forreſtsold, 
The Sport of Flonds which wouldthemſelves Fon 
What dothit ſerve to heare the Sylvan: $ 
The cheercfull Thraſh, the Nightingales ſad | 
Which in darke ſhades ſeems to deplore my Weonghd 
For what doth ſerveall that this Workd containes ? 
Since (be, for whom thoſe once to me weredeare, 
Can bave no partof: them now with me here. 


AM AD. 


His Life, which ſeems fo faire, 4 V 
| ivtiden Bubbloblownupiathe Aireg + 
By ſporting childrens Breath, 

Who chaſe it every. where, | 
And ſtrive who can molt motion it bequeath, / 

And though it ſometime ſeem of itsown eight 
Like to an Eye ofgoldto be fix'd there, 

And firme to hoverinthat empty height, 

That only is becasſe it is ſo Light. 

But inthat  Pompeit doth not long appeare ; 
For when tis moſt admired, in «thought, 
Becaule it carlt1 was nought, it turnesto notght, 


, 
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SON, 


AY Lute,be as thon wert when thou did grow 
{4 With IRC in ſome ſhady Grove, 


- _ 


When immelodipus #inds but made thee move; þ 
And Bird: their ranage did on thee beſtow. C 
Since that deare voice which did thy ſounds approve, V 
Which wont io {ach harmonious Straines to-flow, I 
Is reft from Earth po'twne thoſe ſphoares above, A 
W bat art-chou-but a Harbinger of woe? H 
Thy plealing Notes be pleaſing Notes po more, Ti 
Bat Orphans wailiogs tothe faintivg Bare, Sc 
Each Stroke 8 figb,/cach Sound drawsforth a Teare, 2 
For which be lilent as in woods before z 
Oc if-chat any band to touch theedwgne, 
Like widow'd Turtle (till ber lofle complaine, C 
SON... W, 
ly 
H Handkercher,(ad preſent of my Deare, | A 
Gift miſerable, which doth now-remaine | Of 
-- The only Guerdon of my helpleſſe/ Paine, | Is 
* When | thee got thou ſhewlt my (tatetoo cleare. A 
+ Ineverfince bave cepſedto complainey ./ $4» 


* I fince the Badge of Griefe did ever weare, 
Fox inmy Face durſtnever (ince appeare, 
-» Care wasthe Food:which 616d me catertaine. 4;\ WThbs 
Bat ſince that thou art mine,Q do not grieve, ) 420T 
* Thar I this Tribute pay thee for mine Einc, 1031 186 
- Andthat I (this ſhort Time I amto live) 
* Laundre wy tgken Figures jnthis Brine 2 

' No, I mull yet even beg of thee the Grace, 
| That in my Grave thou daigne to ſhroud my Face. 
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Tx bappier far than T, 


Which bave the grace to heave your Heads ſo high, 


And over-look thoſe Plaines : 

Grow till your Branches kiſſethat lofty Skie 

Which her ({weet (elfe_) containes. 

There make her know mine endlefſe Love,nnd Paines, 
And how theſe Teares which from mine Eyes do fall, 
Helpt you to riſe ſo Tall 

Tell her, as once I for her ſake lov'd Breath, 

So for her fake I now court lingring Death. 


SONG, 


op Damon being come, 

JTo that for-ever Lament able Tombe, 
Which theſe eternall Powers that all contronle, F 
leto hu living Soule 

A melancholy prifon bad preſcrib'd 

Of Colour, Heat, and motion depriv'd; 

Is Armes weake, Fainting, Cold, 

AMarblefe the M.rble did inſold ? 

And baving warme it made with many 4 ſhowye 
bich dimmed Eyes did pre, 

ben Griefe bad gives him leave. and ſighs them ftaied, 
Wins with a ſadalas at laſt be ſaid. 

Who wonld have thonght to me 

plate where thoe lite lie could prievauc be ? 

#d that (deare body ) long thee having ſought, 
YO me ! ) who wonld bave thowght 

Thee once to find it bonld my Sovle Confornd, 

give my Heart then death a deeper wound ? 
{box did ff diſdaine my Teares, 

grieve nor that this rarkfoull Stone them beares, 
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"Mine E yes for nothing ſerve, but thee to weep, 
And let that courſe thenpkeep, 
ef lihough thou never wouldſt them comfort ſhow, 
Do not repine,they have part of thy wee, 

Ah wreteh | too late I find 
How Vertues gloriom Titles prope but wind ; 
For if that Vertxe could releaſe from Death, 
T how yet enjoy'd hadſt, Breath : 
For if jhe ere appear'd.to mortall Eine, 
{t was in thy fare ſhape that ſhe was ſeen 
Bat O ! if I was maae 


For thee, with thee why t00 am [ not dead ? 
Why do omtragious FateS which d:mm'd thy (ight, - 
Let me ſee hateful light ? : 
They without me made Death thee ſurpriſe, 7 
Tyrants (no doubt) that they might kell me twice, } 
O Griefe ! And could one Day 
Have force ſuch exceBlence to take away ? E 
C CO A Ay » flxing. Moment ab deface, A 
T heſe matchleſſe gifts,that Grace, T 
Which Art, and Nature had, 2 thee cmbin 'd 'bO 
To make thy Bedy puragon thy Mind ? W, 
Hath all paſi'd hke'a cloud, W, 
And oth, eternal filense now them (h oud ? By 
I: that, ſo wuch agiir d, now nought. but Duſt, | 7 
Of which a Stone hath Truſt ? Tet 
O.change ! 'O.crpelichange thou to our fig't PL 
Show Þrbe Fates Rigonr equalito.then Might | , Th, 
When thon from earth dia'ft paſſe 


(Sweet Nymph). PerfeRien: Mirrozr broken was, ... De 
And this of dateſo.gleriam World of ewrr, \ 1 of 
I the Medows without Flowers, . {a Of Tar 
or Ring if a rich G; ; 93 which blind appear d, .. ITEE” For| 
Or $1tarlafi ioht,. er Cynthia mibng ale 'd., Thy 
[ove when he ſaw thee dye | BThe 


E13oml'e b:ts iu the bid of either Eye, = vs | dra 
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£nd left his Torch within thy ſacred Urne - 
There for a Lampe to burne : 

worth, Honour, Pleaſure, with thy life expir'd, 
Death ſince grown ſweet begins to be defir'd. 

Whilſt thou to 4 wert given, 

The Earth her Venus bad as well as Heauen + 
N ap, and her Suns which burnt as many Hearts, 
As he the eaferne parts 


Bright Suns which ford to leave theſe Hemiſphearers 


Benighted ſet tnta a Seavf T cares, 
Ab Death,who ſhall thee flie, 
Since the moſt mighty are o'rethrown by thee ? 
T hou ſpar'ſt the Crow,ani Nightingall deſt killy 
And irinmphſt at thy will .. 
But give thow can't ſuch another Blow, 
Becanſe Earth cannot {ich another ſhow, 
O bitter ſweets of Love ! 
Hew better #5 t at all you n2t to prove, 
Nor when we c0 10ur pleaſures miſt pollelſe 
To fiad chem thus mT leſſe ? *o oy / 
O ! That the cauſe which doth confume.onr joy 
Wou'td the rem:mbrance of it too deſtroy | 
What doth thes life beſtow, 
But Flow'ys on Thornes which grew? 
Which tieugh they ſ mrtime bland(h ſoft delight, 
Tet of 1-1 wards us ſmite * 
Ang if therifing Sun them faire dub ſee, 
That Planet ſet: ing, dorb behcl i them d:e. 
"Ki This world is mate a Hel, 
_ Depriv'd of all that init did excell. 
0g 0 Pan, Pan, Winer #5 fallen in A1ay, 
a (7#rn'd 25 ro night our Day. 
ll Forſake thy Pipe, a Scepter tave to thee, tx 
\ W741 -cks d:ſgarland, them black Jove (ball be, 
aolT be Flocks do leave che Meads, 


v. dra, loathing three lcat'd 4G raſſe, hold Hp their Heads 
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The Streamet uot glide new with a'glentle Roye, 

Nor Birds fong as before 

Hills ft ands with clonds like Monyners vail'd in black, 
And Owles wpon our Roofes foretell our wrack, 

That Zepbire every yeare 

So ſoone was beard to bgh in Forreſts here, 

Ttwas for her that wrapt in Gowns of Greene, 

Heads were ſo tarely ſees ; 

T hat in O_ Months oft ſang the Mearles, 

Tt was for Her : for ber Trees drop forth pearles. 
That proud,and ſtately Courts 

Did exvy theſe onr Shades and calme Reſorts, 

Tt was fer Her : and ſhe #s gone, O woe! 

Woods cnt againe do grow, 

Bud doth the Roſe, and Dazy, winter done, 

But we ence dead do no more ſee the Sux. 

Whoſe Name ſhall now make ring 

The Ecchoes ? of whom ſhall the Nymphets fing ? 
Whoſe heavenly voice, whoſe Soule-invading Straines, 
Shall fill with Foy the plaines ? 

What Haire, what Eyes, can mate the Morne in Eaſt, 
Weep that a fairer riſeth in the We#t ? ( 
, Faire Sun poſt ſtill away, 0 
No Muſicke bere ts left thyConrſe to ſtay. Ar 

Th 
An 
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Sweet Hybla Swarmes,with Wormewood fill your Bow'ry, 
Gone ts the flower of Flow'rs + | 
Bluſh ns more Roſe, nor Lilly pale remaine, Or 
Dead « that Beauty which jours late did ft aine. Iti 
Aye me to warle my Plight My 
Why have not I as many Eyes as Night ? An 
Or as that Shepbeards which Joves love did keep, My 
T Ig 1 ſtill, ftil! may weepe ? Wt 
But though I bad, my T eares unto my croſſe = 
Wrg not yet equall,nor griefe to my loſſe. 
Yet »f you briny Showers, 
Which [ pere powre, may ſpring as many fliow'rs , 


h 
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As come of thoſe which fell from Helens Eyes; 


Aud when ye do ariſe, 
May every Leafe in ſable letters beare 


The Doleſull Canſe for which ye ſpring wp here, 


M AD. 


He Beauty and the Life 

Of Lifes, and Beaxties faireſt Paragon, 
(0 Teares 1 O Griefe / ) hang at a feeble Thread, 
To which pale A:ropos had ſet her Knife. 
The Soule with many a groane 
Had left each ontward Part, : 
And now did rake his laſt Leave of the Heart ; | 
Nought elſe did want ſave Death for to be dead - 
When the ſad company about her Bed 
Seeing Death invade her lips, her cheekes,ber eyes, 
Cried ab 1 and can Death enter Paradiſe? 


SON. 


! It is not to me bright Lampe of Day, 
That in the Eaſt thou ſhow'lts tby golden Face; 
01 itis not tome thou leav'ſt that ſea, 4 
And in thoſe azure Liſts began'ſt thy Race. 
Thou ſhineſt not to the Dead in any Place, 
AndI dead fromthis World am paſt away, 
Orit I ſeem (a Shadow) yet to tay, 
Itis a while but to bewaile my Calc. 
My Mirth is loſt, my Comforts are diſmaid, 
And anto ſad Miſhaps their Place do yeeld ; 
My Knowledge repreſents a bloudy Field, 
Where I my Hopes and belps ſee profirate laid. 
'So plaintfull is Lifes Courſe whigh I have run, 
That I do Wiſh jt never bad begun, 
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MADRIGALL, 
[279 Night,the caſe of Care, 


Untroubled Seat of Peace, | 
Times eldeſt Child, which oft the blind do lee, 
On this our Hemiſpheare N 
What makes thee now o ſadly darketo be ? A 
ComfTt thou in funerall Pomp Her Grave to grace? T 
Or Jo thoſe Stars which ſhould thy hortour cleare, T 
In Joves high Hall adviſe, T 
In what Part of theskies, 7 
With then, or Cyathiaſfhe ſhall apþpeare ? W 
Or (ab alas) beczaſe thole 1 atchl: le eyes, F 
Which (hone'fo faire,beclow thou dolt not find, W 
 $triviit thoy tomake all others Eyes look blind ? , 
& " | ; - 
: D 
SON. Il, 
At 
Ince it bath pleas'd that Firſt and ſupreme Faire ., þ 
To.take that Beaury to himſelte againe, J H 
Which ih th world of Senſe not to remaine, 4 
But to amaze was fent,and tome repaire ; i Lid 
The Love which to that Beiury I did beare, 14 
Made Pure of mortallpots which did it {taine, If 
And endleſſe, which even Death catnfiot impaire, dh 
I place on him who will it not difdaine. * Ai 
No ſhining Eyes, no Locks bf curling gold, ys 
No bluſhing Roſes'on a virgin Face, y”7 
No oat ward ſhow, no, nor no inward Grace, He 


Shall power haye my thoughts henceforth to hold s > He 
Love here on Earth huge ſtoraes of care dethtolle, "| N« 


” - 


But plac'#45ove Excmpred is trom lofle, 


It 
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SONG: 


F Antueig n on our Hemiſpheare 
[: aire Ericine began b7ight to appeare, 

Night Feſt. ward her gemmy World declins, < < 
42 hide her Lights; that greater Light might wt 
The creſted Bird bath given Alaynn twice + © 

To lazy Mortals ro wnlock their Eyes, 

The Owle had left to plaine,and from each T, brews 

The wing'd 1M oficians did ſaintethe Morne, © | 
Who (while ſhe dreſi'd her Lockrim Ganges groene} 
Set _ wide the chryffall Port of Dreames: ©: \ 
When [ ;whoſe Eyes no drouſre Night could yy 

In Sleeps ſoft armes did quietly repoſe, | 

And, for that Heaven: to die did me acny, I 
Deaths /mage kiſſed,and as dendulidities nn 
[lay as dead, but ſcarce char md were wy Carers 

And ſlaked ſcarce my Sighs, ſcarce dried my Teares, 
Sleep ſcarce the nf ty Figares of the Day 

Had with hu ſabl# Pencil put away, ASTD 
And left me in fftivH and calmy Mood, x Yd 


"| hen by my Bed (me thought) a Virgin ftoud, 


BAT, irgin tn the looming ( f her Prime, 


Fn 


If ſach rare Beaury tntaſur'd br by Time, 


"| Her Head a Gafland wore of Opalls bright, 


About her flowd'a Gown like pnreſt-Lrg he, 

Pare Amber Dveks gave Umbrige to her Face, 
Where Modeſty hg" Majefty tid grace, 

Her Eyes ſuch Foot feme fertb;Fhar but with pine 
Her weaker Sights their fparkl:ngs conld ſuſtame, 
No feign:d Deity'which hawnes the Woods 


Jhke ro Her. nor Syrene of the Flaods : 


fuck i the Golden Plaret of the Yeare, 


lt When bl ſbi-g in the Eaſt he death appeare. 
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Her Grace did beauty V vice yer Grace did paſſe, 
Which thus through Pearles and Rubies broken wat. 

| How long wilt thou (ſard (be ) eftrang'd from Joy, 
Paint Shadows to thy ſelfe of falſe Annoy ? 

How long thy Mind with horrid Shapes affright, 

And iv imag mary Ewills delight ? 

Eſteeme that Lofſe which (well when view'd) © Gains, 
Or if 4 Loſſe, jet not a Laſſe too plaine ? 

O leave thy plamifall Soule more to meleff, 

And thinks that woe when ſhorreſt then us beſt. | 
If She fer whom thou thus doſt deafe the Skie 
Be dead? What then? Was the not borne to die? . 
Was She net mortall borne? If thou doſt grieve 
That Time: fbould be in which She ſhould not ve, | 
Ere &reſhe was, weep that Daies wheele was roll d, 
Weep that ſhe lru'd net inthe Agef Gold. 

For that ſhe was not thenthow maieſt deplare, 

As well 5 that (he now can be no more. 

If only ſhe hed died, then ſmre hadft Canſe 

Toblame the Fates, and their todiron Laws. 

But look bow many Millions ber axvance, | 
What numbers with berenter m this Darce, 

With thoſe which are 10 come 1 ſhall Heavens them ſtay, 
And th' Univerſe diſſolve thee to abey ? 

As Birth, Death, which ſomuch thee doth apall, 

A Peece &s of the Life of thus great All. 

Strong Cities die, die do bog palmy Raigner, 

And fondl:ng thou thus to be ni'd complannes. 

If ſhe be dead, then ſhe of loathſome D aies 

Hath paſi d the L'ne. whoſe Length but Loſſe bewraiet, 
Thenſhe hath left this filrby Stage of Care, 

Where Pleaſore ſeldome, Woe doth ſtill reparre, 

For all the P leaſures which it doth containe 
Nut conntervaile the ſMalleft Minmes paixe. 
And tell me, then who doſt ſo much admure 

T hy: littfe V, apogperytins poore $S 7 whe of F re, 
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' Which Life « call'd , what doth it thee bequeatb 
But ſome few yeares which Birth draws our ro Death ? 
Which if thou paralell with Luſtres run, 
Or thoſe whoſe com ſes are batt now begun, 
In dates great Numbers they ſhall leſſe appeare, 
Thax with the Sea when matched ts a T care. 
But why (houldft thou bers longer wiſhtobe? 
One Yeare doth ſerveall Natures Pempe to ſee, 
Nay .even one D ay,and Night : this Moonegthat Snu, 
7 hoſe leſſer Fnes about this, Round which Ran, 
Be but the ſame which ander Saturnes Raigne, 
Did the ſerpenting Seaſons mterchaine. 
How oft deth L: e grow leſſe by lving loug? 
And what excelitih but what dieth young ® 
For eAge which all abhor (et wonld embrace) 
Doth make the Hind as wrinckled as the Face. 
Then leave Laments,and thinks thow did*ft not live 
Laws to that firſt eteruall wy 6 to give, 
But to obey thoſe Laws which be hath given, 
Ang bow unto the juit diorees of Heaven, 
Which cannot erre, whatever foggy Miſts 
Do bling men in theſe ſubltnary Liſte, _ 
But what if (hefor whim thou ſpcnd'ſt thoſe Groants, 
And waſtes thy Lifes deare Torch in rathſall Meoaner, 
| Sho for whoſe ſake thow bat'St the joyfull Light, 
Comrts ſolitary Shades and irkeſon.e Night, 
Doth l:ve?ab ! (if thom canſft ) tyrough Teares,a ſpace, 
Lift chy dimm'd Lights, and look wpon this Face, 
Leok if thoſe Eyes which ( foole ) thox didf# adore, 
Shine net more bright thau they were wont before. 
Looke if thoſe Roſes Death could onght imparre 
Thoſe Roſes which thog oxce ſaid(f were ſo ſaire; 
Ang if theſe Locks bave loft ought of that Gol/, 
Which o..ce tley had when thew them didſi bc bold, 
T lrve, and happy lrue, but thon art dead, 
And ſtill (halt bz till :' on be [ ke me mae, 


| 


Alas 
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Alas while wt art wrapt in Gowns of Earth, 
And blind here ſuch the Aire"sf Wor beneath, 
Each thing in Senſes Ballancts we weigh, 
And but with toyle, and Paine the truth deſery, 
Above this viſt and admirable Frame, 

This Temple viſible, which World we name, 
Within whoſe Walls ſo many L awjys do burne, 
So many Archi+ Wi heyoſſe motions turue, 
Where the Elemental Prothers warſe their ſtrife, 
And b ? inteffh* 17 art maintare'their Life : 
There is aWofld, aWorld of perfe# Bliſe, 
' Pare, immateriall, as brigbrer far from hy, 
- As that high Ciecle which the reſt #tnſpheares 
Is from this dull, 18noble V ale Wf Tears, 
A World where All's foungy Far bire is found, 
But fartber diſcripart than Heaven and Greund : 
It batÞ an Earth, bath thi World of yours, 
With Creatures peopted,and'\ddorn't with Flowr's, 
It hath a Sea, like Saphire Girdlt caſt 
Which decks of the harmonions Shores the Waſte; 
It hath pare Fire, *: hath delicions Aire, 
Altoone, Sun, and Stars, Heavens wonaerfully faire: 
Flow'rs never there do fade, Trees grow not old, 
No Creatare dieth there throggh beat ortold ; 
Sea there not tofſed is, nor Aite made blacke, 
. Fre doth not greedy feed on others Wrack + 
There Heavens be no: enſtrain'd about to range, 
For thu world; hath no need of any C harge : 
Alnntes mognt notto H onres, nor Honres to Daies, 
Dates make x0 Months, but ever-blooming Maies, 
Here | remaniee, a»d bitherward do terd, 

All who their Spimof Daterin Vertne pen, 
#hat ever Pleaſant this low" Place contames, 
Js but f Glince of what abvve remaines. 
Theſe who(prrchane) there can nothing be | 
Bejond 1h. 1s wide Expaniimn which they ſee, 


J 


And | 
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ÞF And that nonght tlſe mounts Stars Circamfe rence, | 
v For that nought eſſe is ſub jeft bot rheir ſeaje, 


Frele ſuch aCaſe, as one whom ſome Abiſme 
In the deep Occan kept haa all bus Tyme : 
Who borne,ani nouriſh d there, cannot believe 


That elſewhere ought without thoſe maves cau live > © 


Cannot beleeve that there be Temples, Tow r5, 
Which go beyond bus Caves and dampiſh Bowr's : 

Or there beothey People, Manners, Laws, 

Than what he finds within the charhſſy Waves : 
That ſweeter Flaw're do ſpring than grow on Rocks, 
Or Beaſts there are excell the that; Flotks, 

That other Elements are to be fon, 

Than « the Water and thu. Ba!l of Greannd. 

But thinke that man from this Abiſme berng bronghr, 
Did ſee what cnriorus Nature here hath wrowgtt, 
Didwiew the Meaas, the tall and fp1dy Woods, 
And mark'd the hills,and the cleare rowling flows, - 
And all the Beafts which Natire forth doth bring, 
Tho feathered Trexpes that flie, and ſmeetly ſing * 
Ob(erv'd the Palares,and Cures faire, 

Mens Faſhion of Life, the Fire, the Aire, 

Tle brightneſſ: of the Sunthat dims his Sigh, 
The: Moone, and ſplendors of the painted Neght: 

: What ſmdden raprure wonltd his mind ſorpriſe? 

How wonld he bis late-deare Reſort aefpiſe ? 

How weuld he maſe how fooliſh h&hag been, 

To thinke all nothing but what there was ſeen? 

Why do we get this high and vaſt Deſire , 

Enio mmortal things ftill to ff tre ? 

Won doth our Alind extend ir beyond Time, 

And ro that higheſt happineſie even clime ? 

For we are more th:# what to Serfe we [f eme, 

And mere than Duff us Worldlir'g: do efteeme? 
We be xct made for Earth rhovgp h vere we Comme, 
Mere th.n;he Emryon fer the Mikes lon, be s 
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Tt weeps to be mage free,and we complains 
Toleave thi lomthſome Jail: of Care and Paine, 

Put thos who wnlgar foot-fleps doſt not trace, 
Learne 10 rowſe up thy mind to view this place, 
And what Exrth-creeping Mortal: moſt affett, 
' if mot at allto ſcorne, yet nor to meglett : 
Sech not vaine ſhadows, which when once obtain'd 
Are better los'd than with ſuch travel gain'd. 
T binks that on Earth what worldlings Greatneſle call, 
Is but a glorious title to live thrall : 
That Scepters, Diadenss, and Chaires of State, 
Not in al uy but ro ſmall Minds are great : 
That thoſe who loftieſt mount ds hardeſt light, 
And deepeſt Falls be from the higbeſt Height : 
That Fame an Eccho us, and all Renown 
Like to a blafted Roſe, ere Night falls down - 
And though it ſomething were, thinke how this Round 
1s but a lutle Point which doth it bound. 
O leave that Love which reacheth but ro Duſt, 
ALndin that Love Eternall ozly truſt, 
nd Beauty,which whenonce it upoſſeſt 
Can only fill the Soule and make it bleſt, 
Pale Envy, jealons Emulations, Feares, 
Sighs, Plaints, Remorſe,bere have no place nor Tearer, 
Falſe Foyer, vaine Hepen, here be not, Hate nor Wrath, 
What ends all Love here moiF augments it Death, 
If ſuch force had the dim Glance of an Eye, 
Which but ſome few daies afterwards did die, 
That it could make thee leave all ther things, 
And like aTaper-fly there burne thy Wings ? 
And if a-woice, of late which could but waile, 
Such Power had as through Eares thy Soule to ſteals 
If ene thou on that poorely Faire comla#t gaze, 
What Flawes of Love would thu within thee raiſe ? 
Ir what a muſing Maze world it thee bring, 


7 okeare bat once that Quite celeſl tall ſing e 
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T he faireft ſhapes on which thy Love did ſeaſe, 


which earſt didft breed Del:ght, then would diſpleaſe; 


But Diſcords hoarſe were Earths entifing Sounas, 
All Muſick but a Noiſe which Senſe confounds, 
This great and burning Glaſſe which eleares all Eyes, 
And mnſters with ſuch Glory in the Skjes, 
That filver Star which with her purer Light 
Makes D ay oft- Envy the eye pleaſing Night , 
Thoſe golden letters which ſo brightly ſhine 
In Heavens great Volume gorgeouſly divine ; 
All wonders inthe Sea, the Earth, the Ave, 
Be but darke Piltares of that Soveraigne Faire, 
And Tongues, which fill thus cry into your Eare 
(Conld je amidff Worlds Catarafts them beare ) 
From fading things( fond Men) lift your Defrre, 
And in our Beauty bis uu made admire: 
If we ſeeme faire ? O thinks how faire ts he, 
Of whoſe great Faireneſſe, Shadows, Steps we be. 
No Shadow can compare unto the Face, 
No Step with that deare foot which did it trace, 
Yoer Soules immortall are then place them hence, 
Avd do not drown thems in the Miſt of Senſe : 
Do not,O do not by falſe Pleaſures Might 
Deprive them of that true and ſole Delight. 
That H appineſſe ye ſeek 5s not below, 
Earths ſweereft Joy t but diſguiſed Woe. 

Here aidſke panſe.,and with a mild Aﬀſpett, 
Did towards me theſe lampmg Twins dirett. 
The wonted Races { knew and thrice eſſay d 
To Anſwer makgthrice fauliring Tongue it ftay'd. 
And while upon that Face [ fed my Sight, 
Me thong ht ſhe vaniſht «p to Titans Light ; 
Who guilding with his Rayes each Hill, and Plaine, 
Seem'd to have bronght the Golden World againe, 
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"np nag nance Statues, Crowns of Bayes, 

Skje-threatmng Arches, the rewards of worth, 

Bogks heavenly- wile in ſweet harmonions layes, 

Which men divine Gnto the World ſet forth - 

States which Ambitions Minds, in bloud,do raiſe, 

From frozen 7 avas unto ſun-barat Gange, 

Gigantall Frames held wonders rarcly (trange, 

Like Spiders-webs are made the ſport of Daics. 

Nothing is con(tant but in conſtant change, 

What's done itil is undone;and whep undone 

Into ſome other Faſhion doth it range ; 

Thus goes the floting World beneath the 2ſoone: 
Wheretore my Mind above Time, Motion, Place, 
Rile up, andſteps unknown to Natere trace. 
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Oo long I followed have my fond Deſire, 
And coo long painted on the Ocean vtreames, 
Too long refreſhment fought amidit the fire, 
 Parfa'd thoſe joyes which to my Soule ate Blames. 
Ah when I had what moſt I did admire, 
And feen ct Lifes Delights the laſt extreames, 
I foand all but a Roſe hedg'd with a Bryer, 
A Nought, a Thought, a Maſcarade of Dreames. 
Hencetorth on Thee, my ozy Gooa, I'll thinke, 
For only thou canſt grant what I do crave; 
Thy Naile my Pen hall be, thy Blond mine Inke, 
Thy Wihdirig-heetmy Paper, Studie Grave z 
An9 tiii my Suunle forth of this boy flic, 
_ No Hope 1li have but only enly thee, 
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T O ſpread the Azure.Canopy of Heaven, | 
And ſpangle it all with Sparkes of burning Gold, 
To place this pondrous Globe of Earth-ſoeven, -..., 
That it ſheuld a}l and nought ſhould it aphids = 
With motions (trange t* induethe Planets (even, 
And Jove to make is mild, and Afars (o bold, 
To temper what is moiſt, dry,hot,and cold, - 
Of all their Jars that ſweet Accords are given. 
Lord to thy Wiſdeme's nought, nought to thy Might, 
But that thou ſhouldſt, thy Glory laid aſide, 
Come baſely in Mortality to bide, 
And die for thoſe deferv'd an endlefle night; 
A Wonder is {o fac above our wit, 
That Angels Rand amaz'dto thinke on 1t. 
32338 
VV Hat hapleſſe Hap hadI for to beborne 
| + In theſe nnbappy Times, and dying Daics 
Of this now doting World, when Goad decayes, 
Love's quite extin, and Yerixze*s held a ſcorne |! 
When ſuch are ovly pris'd by wretched waies, 
Who with a golden Fleece them can adorne; 
When Avarice and Luſt are counted praiſe, 
And brayelt Minds live Orphaneslike forlorne! 
Why was not I borne in that golden Age, 
When Gold yet was not known ? and thole black Arts 
By wich Baſe Worldlings vilely play their parts, 
With Horrid ARs Raiding Earths (tately Stage? 
To have been then, O heaven,'t had been my bliſs, 
Bat blefe me now, and take me loone from this, 


On 
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Onthe Pourtrait ofthe (onnteſſe of Perthe, | 


SON. 


F* He Goddeſſe that in Amzathas doth raigrie, 
With filver Tramells, and Saphir-colour'd Eyes, 
When naked from her Mothers Chryftall Plaine, 
She firſt appear'd unto the wondring Skes - 
| Or whenthe go/den-eApple to obtaine, 
|  Herblaſhing Snow amazed 7das Trees , 
Did never look in balfe ſo faire 2 goile, 
As Sbe here drawn all ether Age: Staine, 
O God what Beauties to inflame the Seule, 
And hold the hardeſt Hearts in Chiites of Gold ! 
Faire Locks,{weet Face, Loves ftately Capitole, 
Pure Neck which doth that heavenly Frame upbold, 
If YVertze would to mortall Eyes appeare, 
To raviſh ſenſe She would your Beautic wear, 


SON. 


I: Heaven,the Stays, and Natwre did her grace 

With all Per fefFions found the 1/o2ne above, 

And what excclleth jn this lower Place, 

Found place in her to breed a World of Love - 

If Angels Gleames ſhine on her faire!t Face, 

Which-makes Reavens Joy, on Earth, the gazer prove, 

And her bright Eyes (the Orbes which Zeanty move) ' 

As Phebm dazell in bis glorious Race. 

What Pencill paine what Colovr to the (ight 

So ſweet a Shape can ſhow ? the bluſhing Aorne, 

The red muſtlend,the :lkie- way the white, | 

and Night the Stars which her rich Crown adorne ; 
To draw her right then, and make all agree, 

The Heaventhe Table, Zenxr Jove mult be. 


On, 


| ——— 


POEMS, 


On that ſame drawn with a Pencil, 
SON. 


V \ {rs with brave Ar: the curious Painter drew 
Tais Heavenly Shape, the hand why. made he 

With golden Veines that Flow'r of purple hue, (beare 

Which follows on the P/axe7 of th yeare? 

Was it to ſhow how in our Hemſpheare, 

Like bim She ſhines, nay that effeRs more true 

Of Power,and Wonder do 10 her appeare, 

While Ho but Flow'rs.and She doth Minds ſubdue; 

Or would he elſe to Yertwes gloriovs light 

Her conſtant Courſe make known, or is't that He 

Doth paralell her blifle with C/:tias plight : 4 

Right ſo, and thas, He reading in Her Eye 4 
Some Lovers end, to grace what be didgravye, - . 
For Cypres Tree, this wowrning Flow'r ber gavey 
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F ght be not beguil'd, 
And eyes right play their part, 
bus Flower ts mot of Att, 
ut's faireſt Natures Child, . 
ind rbough when Titan's from owr Wold exiPd, 
The doth not lock, her leaves his loſſe to moane, 
No wonder, Earth finds now more Suns tha# 0nes 


POEMS, 
To the eAuthor, 


Patrthen1us, 


| 
Hile thou doſt praiſe the Roſes, Lillies,Gold, 
Which is 4 -_ g Treſſe,and Face apptarc, | 


VV 


{ 

Still havidi the Swn in Skies fu Songs to heare, 
A Silence ſweet each whiſpering Wind doth hold : c 
Sleep in Paſithea's Lap has Eyes doth fold, [ 
The £ wor fab fe 0 The God of the tit Spheare, E 
The Heard: to feed the Birds to fing forbeare, F 
Each Plant breaths Love, each Floud and Fountain coll - 
W, 


And hence it 1,that that once Nymph, new Tree, 

Who a:d ch Amphriſian Shepheards Sighs diſdaine, 

And ſcore'd bu Layes,mov'd by a ny Vaine, 

1: become pit1full, and follows T hee, | 
T bee lover,and vanieth that (he hath the Grace, 

eA Garland for thy Locks to emterlace, | 


Alexis» 


He Love Alexis did to Damon beare, 
Shall witneſs'd be to all the Woods and Plaines, 
At ſingular renown'd by neighbouring Swaines, 
That to our Relitts Time may T rophees rear, 
Thoſe Madrigals we ſung amidſt our Flocks, 
With Garlands guarded from Apollos Beamer, 
On Ochelles, whiles zeare Bodotrias S ervanees, 
The Ecchoes did reſound them from the Rocks 
Of forraine Shepheards bent to try the States 
Thewgh I (Worlds Gueſt) aV ageboud doſtray, 
Thou may that Store Cid I hw Survey, 
Hs heſt acquainted with my Soles Conceits. 
What ever Fate Heavens have for me deſign'd, 
I truſt thee with the Treaſure of my Mind. 


POEMS, 
Clorus, 


Wan which ſo ſweetly ſings, | 

By Aska's Bankgs, and pitifuly plains, 
That eld Meander never heard ſuch Straines, 
Eternall Fame, thon to thy Conmry brings : 
. | And now our Calidon 

Iiby thy Songs made a new Helicon, 
| Her Mountaimmes Woods, and Springs, 
| Fbile Mountains, Woods, Springs be, ſhall ſound thy praiſe, 
1 And though fierce Boreas oft makg pale bey Bayes, 

And ki thoſe Mirtills with exraged Breath, © 
\Ubich ſhould thy Brow: enwreath ; 

Her Flouds have Pearles, Seas Amber do ns forth, 

Her Heaven hath golden Stars to crown thy Worth, 


Meceris. 


; fy ſifterNympbs which hawnt theTheſpian ſprings, 
More liberally therr Gifts ne*re didb:queath 

Tothem who on their Hils ſuckt ſacred Breath, 

Then wnto thee, by which thou ſweetly ſings. 

Pre did Apollo raiſe on Pegale Wings 

1 Muſe more neare Himelfe, more far from Earth, 
Than thine ; whether rhow weep thy Ladies Death, 
Pr fing thoſe ſweer- ſowre Pangs that Paſſion brings, 
[0 write our Thoughts in Verſe doth merit Praiſe, 

« thus the Verſe to gild in Fitions Ore, 
Pright,rich,gelightfall, doth deſerve much more; 
Uthow baft done theſe thy melodions Layes : 
Nedenbt thy Muſes faire Morne doth bewray 


The ſwift Approach of a more gliſtring Day. 
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N Waves of Woe thy Sighs my Soule ds toſſe, 
And make run out the flowd-gates of my tearer, 
Whoſe ranking Wound no ſmoothing Baurge long bearer, 
But freely bleeds when ought npbraids my Loſſe. 
*7's thow ſo ſweetly Sorrow makeſt to ſing, 
And tronbled Paſſions doſt ſo well accord, 
That more Delight T hy Anguiſh 49th afford, 
Than others Joyes can Sattsfattion bring, 
What ſacred Wits (when raviſh d) do fot, 
To force Aﬀeitions, Metamorphoſe Minds, 
Whilſt xumbrow Power the Sonle in ſecret binds, 
Thow ha#t perform'd, transforming in Effet. 
For never Plaints did greater Pitty move, 


T be beft Applauſe that can ſuch Notes approve. 
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T eares on the Death of 
MoteLiapes. 


Heavens ! then is it true that Thou art gone, 

Andlett this woeful! /ſle her Lofſe to moane, 
Mealiades,bright Day-ſtar of the Veſt, 
A Comes blazing [errour to the Eft : 
And neither that thy Spirir ſo heavenly wiſe, | 
Nor Body (though of Earth) more pure than Skies, 
Nor royall Srezs,nor thy ſweet tender Age, 
Of cruell Deſtinies conld quench the R age? 
O fading Hopes 1 O (hort-while-laitiog F : | 
Of Earth-borne man,that one Hoxre can deſtroy ! 
Then even of Yertnes Spoiles Death Trophies reares, 
As it he gloried moſt in many Teares. 
Forc'd by bard Fates, do Hesvens negleR our Cries ? 
are Srars {et only to aft Tragedies ? 
Then let them dotheir FWor/# ſince thon art gone, 
Raiſe whom thou liſt to Thrones, enthron'd dethrone, 
Stine Princely Bow'rs with Bloud.and even to Gavge, 
in Cypreſſe (ad, glad Hymen: Torches change. 
Ab thou balt left to live.and in the Time, 
When ſcarce thou bloſſom'd'lt in thy pleaſant Prime, 
S falls by Northern Blaſt a virgin Roſe, 
A balfe that doth her baſhfull Boſome cloſe : 
$02 {weet Flower languiſhing decaies, 
Thatlate did bluſh when kift by Phebw Raies, 
5% Phebus mounting the Meridian: height, 
Choak't by pale Pheb:, faints unto our ſight, 

| h F 4 Aſtoniſh'd 


+ POEMS, 
* Aſtoniſh'd Natare ſullen ſtands toſee, . 
The Zife of all this Ao chang'd to be, 
In gloomy Gowns the $rars this lofſe deplore, 
The Sea with murmuring Mountaines beats tbe Shore, - 
Black Darkeneſſ reeles ofre all.in thouſmd Show'rs 
The weeping Aire on Earth her ſorrow poures, 
That, in a Palſey, quakesto ſee fo foone 
Her Lover ſet,and N7gbt burſt forth ere Nooxe, 
It Heaven (alas) ordain'd thee young to die, 
Why was'tnot where thou might'{t thy Yaloxy try ? 
And to the wondring Ford at leaſt fet forth 
Some little Sparke of thy expeRcd Worth ? 
A1cliades, O that by Iſers Streames, 
'Mong ſounding Trumpets, fiery twinkling Gleames 
Of warme verin1lion Swords, and Cannons Roare, 
Balls thick as Raine pom'd on the Cafþian Shore, 
*Morvgſt broken Spears, morgſt ringing Helms & ſhields, 
Hug: heapes of ſlaughtred Bo'ics long the Fields, 
In T «#rkiſh bJoud made red like Marſes Star, 
Thou cndedlt had thy Lifc,and Chiiitian War - 
Or 8$brave Bxybon thou hadlt made old Rowe, 
Queen of the Werl1,\ hy T:riumph,and thy Tombe, 
So Heavenstair Face,to thiunborne World, which reads, 
A Book had beenot thy illuſtrious Deeds, 
So to their N-phews aged Syres had told 
The high Exploits perform'd by thee of old , 
Towns ta2'd, and rais'd, victorious, vanquiih'd Bands, 
Fierce Tyrantsfiying, foyld,kill'd by thy Hands. 
And in rich Aryas, Virgins faire had wrought 
The Bayes and Trophies to thy Coxntry brought - 
While ſome New Homer imping Wings to Fame, 
Deafe N:i/us dwellers had made heare thy Name. 
That thou didſt not attaine theſe Honowrs Sphearers, 
Through want of #or:tb it was not,but of Yeares. * 
A Youth more brave.pale 7roy with trembl ng Walls , 
Di weve ice,nor She whole Name appalls - 


$7 
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Both Tirany golden Bow'rs, im/bloudy Fights, - | 

Muſtring on Aars his Field; tuch Mars-like Knights, | 

The Heavens had brought thee to the higheſt Hight 

Of Wit and Courage,ſhewing all their Might 

When they thee fram'd. .45e we that what is brave 

On Earth,they as their own lo ſoon ſhould crave. 

Mcgliages iweet courtly Nymphs deplore, 

From 7 hxle to Hydaſpes pearly ſhore. (paſſe 
When Forth thy Nurſe, Forth where thou firſt didlt 

Thy tender Dates (who 1mil'd oft on her Giaffe; 

To lee thee gaze) AMeandring with her Streames, 

Heard thou hadlt left this Roxnd;from Phabus Beameg, 

She ſought.to flie, but forced to returne 

By Neighbouring Brooks, She (et her ſelfe to mourne 2 

And as (he raſh'd her Cyclades among. . 

She ſeem'd too plain, that Heaven had done her wrong. 

With a hoarfe plaint, C/eyd down her [teepy rocks, 

And Tweid through ber green Mountaines clad with 


- Did wound the Ocean murmuring thy death, (fiacks, 
| The Ocean it roar'd about the Earth, 


And to the Manritanian Atlas told,  __ (rold 
Who ſhrunke through griefe, and down his white hairs 
Huge Streames of tears, which changed were to flouds, 
Wherewith he drown'd the neighbour plains & woods 
The lefſer Bygoks as they did bubling go, 

Did keep a Conſort tothe publike Woe. 

The Sh: pheards left their Flocks with down-caſt eies, 
'Sdaining to look up tothe angry Skzes : 

Some brake their Pipes, and ſome in (weet-(ad Layes, 
Made (en(clefle thingsamazed at thy Piaile, 

His Reed A/ex# hung upon a Tree, 

And with his Teares made Doves great to be, 


| Mpgliages (weet courtly Nymphs deplore 


From T hale to Hydaſpes pearely thore. 
- Chaſte Maids which haunt faire Aganippes Wel, 
And you in Tempes ſacred Shade who dwell, 


Let 


= POEMS, 
Let fall your Harps, ceaſe Tunes of Joy to ſing, 
Diſſheveled make all Parnaſſus ring 
With Antheames (ad, thy Maſick Phabus turne 
Todolefull plaints, whilſt Foy it ſelfe doth mourne. 
' Deadisthy Dar/ing who adorn'd thy Bayes, 
| - Whooft was wont to cheriſh thy {weet Layes, 
And to a Trumpet raiſe thy amorous Stile, 
That floting Delos envy mightthis Je. 
You Actdalian Archers breake your Bows, 
Your Torches quench, with teares blot Beauties Snowy, 
* Andbid your weeping Aſorhbey yet againe 
Aſecend Adows death, nay Mars bis plaine. 
His Eyes once were your Darts.nay, even his \ame, 
* Where ever heard, did every Heart inflame, 

' Tag did court his Love with Golden Streamer, 

. Rhein with bis Towns,faire Seine with all ſbe claimer. 
But ab (poere Lovers) Death them did betray, 
 Andnot ſufpeted made their Hopes his Prey ! 


' Tag bewailes his Loſe in Golden Streamer, 


Rhem with bis Towns, faire Seine with allſhe claimer. 


. #Mealiades (weet courtly Nymphs deplore, 


From Thsl: to Hydaſpes pearly ſhore. 

Eye-pleaſing Meads,whoſe painted Pai forth brings 
 White,golden,azure Flow'rs, which once were Kings, 
+. To mourning Black, their ſhining Colowrs dye, 


Bow down their Heads, while tighing Zephire: fly. 
Queenofthe-fields,whoſe Bluſh makes bluſh the ALory, 


* Sweet Koſe,a Princes Death in Pwrple mourn, 
© Rjacinths for aye your aye keep ſtill, 

Nay, with moe markesof Foe your Leaves now fill. 

* An1yon O Flow'r of Helexs teares that's borne, 

- Into thele liquid Peerles againe you turne. 

Your green Locks, Forreſts cut, to weeping Mirres, 
To dead'y Cypres,and Inke-dropping Fir: ex, 

Your Palmes and Meriles change, from ſhadows dark 
- Wing'd Syrevs waile, anJ you lad Ecchoes marke 


The | 
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The lamentable Accents of their Moane, 

And plaine that brave Meliages is gone: 

Stay Skze thy turning Courſe, and now beeeme 

A ſtately Arch, unto the Earth his Tombe : 

And over it {till watry [rs keep, 

And {ad Elettras Siſters which ſtill weep : 
Mealades ſweet courtly Nymphs deplore, 

From T hxle to Hydaſpes pearly ſhore. 

Deare Ghoſt forgive thele our untimely Teares, 
By which our loving Mind, though weake appeares, 
Our Loſle not Thine (when we complaine) we weep, 
For, Thee the gliſtring Walls of Heaves do keep, 
Beyond the P/aners Wheels, ove higheſt Source 
Of Spheares ; that turnes the lower in his Courſc. 
Where Sz» dothnever ict, nor ugly Ngbe 
Ever appeares in mourning Garments dight - 

Where Boreas Rormy Trumpet doth not ſound, 

Nor Clouds,in Lightnings burſting, Minds aſtound. 

From Cares cold Climates far,and hot Deſire, 

Where Time's exil'd, and eFges pe're expire 3 

'Mong pureſt Spirits environed with Beames, 

Thou thiok'ſt all things below, t havebeen but dreams; 

And joyKt to look down to the azur'd Bars 

Of Heaven powd'ted with Troupes of ſtreaming Stars: 

And in their turning Temples to behold, 

In filver Robe the Moone, the Sun in Gold; 

Like young Eye-ſpeaking Lovers in a Dance, 

With Majeſty by Turnes, retire, advance. 

Thou wondreft Earth to ſee hang like a Ball, 

Clos'd in the mighty Cleyſter of this All : 

And that poore Mes ſhould prove fo madly fond, 

To tofle themſelves for a ſmall ſpot of Groand. 

Nay, that they even dare brave the Powers above, 

From this baſe Stage of Change, that cannot move. 

All worldly Pompc,and Pride thou ſeeſt a: ile 
Like Sn.oake that's ſcatt'red in the empty Skies. 


Other- 
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Other high H:/s and Forreſt» other Tow'rs, 

Amaz'd thou findft excelling our poore Bow'rs, 

Comrts void of Flattery, of Malice Afingr, 

Pleaſure which laſts, not ſuch as Reaſon blinds. 

Thou ſweeter Songs doſt bearegand Carrollings, 

Whilſt Heavens do dance,and Qzires of Angel: (ings, 

Then muddy Minds could faine, even our Annoy 

(IF it approach that Place) is chang d to Joy. 
Reſt bleſſed ſoule, reit ſatiate with the tight 

Of him whoſe Beames {though dazling) do delight, 

Life of all lives, Cawſe ofeach other cauſe, 

The Spheare and Center where the Mind doth pauſe : 

Narciſſm of bimſelfe,himſelfe the Fell, 

Lover,and Beauty that doth all excell. 

Reſt happy Sole, and wonder in that Glaſ?, 

Where {cen is all that ſhall be; i, or was, 

While ſpall be,ws,or was, do paſſe away, 

And nothiog be, but an Eternal Day. 

For ever reſt, thy Praiſe Fame will enroule 

In golden Annals, while about the Pole * 

© Theſlow Bootes turnes, or Sx» doth riſe 

With ſcarlet Scarfe to cheare the mourning Skies, 

The Virgins to thy Tombe will Garlands beare 

Of Flow'rs,and with each Flow'r let fall a Teare. 

Acliales iweet courtly Nymphs deplore 

From Thule to Hyjdaſpes pearly ſhores 


William Drummond. 
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_ OrPoRPHYRIE, 
Or that white Stone ''s 
PAROS afford: alone, + 
Ortheſein AZURE aje, bY. 
; Which ſeem to ſcorn the SKLE ; be 
Here Memphis Wonders do not ſet, "7 


Nor 'ARTEMISIA'S huge Frame, 
That keeps ſo long her Lovers Name: 
Hake no great marble Atlas ſtoop with Gold | 
To pleaſe the Valgar EYE ſhall it behold. 
The Muſes,Phozdus, Love,have raiſed of thery teares 
A Cryſtal Tomb to himythrough which bis worth appears 


a eongees. ego ugngeuy 


y 
The Pauly of Pegs, faireſt Frame, 

Time, N ature, Place,could ſhow to mortall Eyes 
In YVorth Wit, Vertme, Miracle of Fame : 

\t leaſt that Part the Earth of bit could clame, 

tis Marble holds (bard like the Deſtinies ) 
For as to his brave Spirit, and glorious Name, 
The One the #or/4, the other fills the Skjes, 
Th'immortall Azaranthwe, princely Roſe, 
Sad Violet, and that ſweet Flow'r that beares, 
in Sargeine Sports the Tenor of our Woes, 


Spread on this S:one,and waſh it with your Tears: 


Then go and tell from Gades unto [ndc, 
You law where Earths PerſeRions were con- 
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Paſſing Glance, n Lightwin the skies 
Whichuſb'riog T hunder, L aztrto our fights 
A Sperks that doth from jarring mixtures riſe, 
Thus drown'd is in th* huge Depths of Day and Nighet 
Is = _— ra pow in _ rw 
Ot blinded Fights, who nc'ce-j No aright ? 
Of Parthian ſhaft loſwikt is noe the Flight, _— 
As Life,that waſtes it ſelfe,and living dies. 
Ab, what is humane Greatneſſe, V alewr, Wit ? | 
What fading Beaxty, Riches, Honenr, Praiſe ? 
To what doth ſerve in go/dex T hroxes to fit, 
Thrall Earths veſts Rownd, triumphall Arches raiſe # © 
Thai'sall a Dreamelearne inthis Princes Fall, - 
In whom fave Death, nonght mortall wasat all, 


We 


William Drummond, }. 
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T's the Reader. 


He Name, Which in theſe Verſes is given unto 
Prince Henry y is that which be Himlelfe in the | 
C of. his Martiall Sports, and Maſcarads, was 

| wont to.uſe; Mos LIADES Prince of the Jſlert which 
- id Aziagrow miketh a Ford moſt wortby of fuch 2 

- Knight as He was, a Knight (if 772 had ſuffered his 
: ARions anſwer the Worlds expeRation j only worthy 
: of ſuch aiord, Miles 4 Deo. 
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- Madripals and: Epigrams: 
The Statue of CHedaſa, 


(); that Meduſa ſtrange, | 
Whothoſe that did - ſee in pe ad barges 4 
No Image carv'd & thus ; | 

Medula's ſelfe it ©s 

For while at heate of Day 

To quench her Thirft She by this Spring did fans 

Her hideous Head beboldng mths Glaſſe, 

Her Senſes fail d, and thus transform 'd ſhe was. 


The Podcttai of arrand Vern, 


ire Paphos wanton Qacen | 
Fa, draws in White and Red) 
ls truly here,as when 1m Valcans Bed _ | | 
She was of all Heavens langhing Senate ſeen, 
Gaze onber: Haire, and.Emmc, * 
Her Brows, the Bows af -Love, 
Her back, with Lillies fpred i | 
Te alſo might percerve her turne and move, 
Bu that She nerther ſo will do, nor dare, 
For feare to wake the angry Godof War, 
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| Narciflas. 
|. nears wechb my Flames, 2h | in this Well 4 


ON 


"1 hburne, not | wee, for what I cannot tel. 


"0" D amecta's Dreame. 


A metas drear'd be ſaw bis Wife at Sport, 
And found that fight was through the borny Port, 


Cherries. 


M: Wanton we ep no more 

The lofing of your Cherries, 

T hoſo,and far ſweeter Berries, 

Yowr Siſter in good tore 

Hath in her Lips and Face, 

Be glad kiſſe her with me and hold your peace. 
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Icaras. 


V '7 Hile with audacious Wings 

Iteleav'd theſe airy Waits, 
And filld(a Monſter new Jwith Dread and Fearer, 
T he feathered People and their Eagle Kings : 
Dazeltd with Phoebus Rayes, | 
And charmed with the Muſick, of the Spheares, 
When Quills ronld move no more and force did feile,, 
T howgh down I fell from Heavens bigh azure bannds. \ 
Yet doth Renowne my Loſſes countorvaile, | | 
For ftill the Shore my brave attempt reſoundr. \ if 
A Sea.on Element doth brare my Name, Ty 
What Mortalls Tomb 's fo great in Place or Fame, 
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On his Lady, beholding her ſelfe in a Marble, 


VV Orld art, that I 
Keep in my en 
That Aw els face hath Go of Ref#t bereaven. 
See Deas and Senſeleſſe things cannot deny 

To lodge ſo deare a Gueſt : 

Ev'u# this bard Marble Stone x 
Receives the ſame, and loves, but cannot groane. 


To fleep. 


Ow comes it Sleep,that threw 

Eves kiſſes me affords 
Of ber (dare her ) ſo far who 's abſent now? 
How did I heare thoſe Words, 
which Rocks mig bt move und move the Pines to Bow? 
Aye me,before halfe day 
Why did ft thow ſteale away ? 
Retwrue,] thine for ever will remaine, 
If thow wilt bring with thee that Gurit againe, 


Apleaſant deceit. 


Ver a chriftall Somrce 

I8las Laid bu face, 
Of puriing Streames to ſer the reftleſſe Conrſe. 
But ſcarce be bad #reſhadowed the Place, 
| Phen in the water be a Childeſpier, 
So lhe bimſelfe in fature, Face, and Eyes, 
' | That glad be roſe, and cried, | 
" | Dears Mates approach, ſee whom I have deſeried, 
* | The Boy of whons ſtrange ſtories Shephearas tell, 
"" | Oft-caled Hylas, dwelteth in this Welk, 
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The Canon - 


V Hen firſt the Canon from her gaping T hroat , [ 
Againſt the Heaven her roarmg Sulphu7 (hor, ; 

Jove wakened with the noiſe did ache with wonder, 

What Mortall Wight bad hom row him bis T huteder: 

Hu chriſtall Tow! rs he feared,but. Fire and Aire 

So bigh did fy che ba fow mounting there. 


Thais Metamorphoſis, 


] N'to Briarevs huge 

Thais wi('d ſhe might change 
Her Man,and pray'd Gin not thereat to grudge, 
Nor fondly thinks it ſtravge; 

For4f (ſaid (he) I might + parts diſpoſe, 

I wiſh you not a bundred Armes nor Hands, 

But hundred things hike thoſe 

With which Priapus in our Garden fands, 
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The quality of a Kifle. 


He kiffe with ſo much ſtrife 
FPbich I late got ( ſweet Hears ) 
Wat it a fign of Death, or was tt Life? 
Of Life it could not be, 
For 1 /x it did Fab "7 S oule jn thee : / 
Ne was it Death, Death doth no joy impart. 
Thow ſilent fand fab ! ! what "Ws thou begweath, |; 
A dying Life to me, or "_ Death? 


POE] A . 


His Ladies Dog. _ 
7 Hen Her deare Foſome clips 


: 


Or when it ts bis ha 

Tolie lap'd in her Lap, 

0it grows Noon with me, 

With hotter-pointed Beames 

I burne,then thoſe are which the Sun forth ſtreamers, 
Fhenpiercing lightning bis Rayes call d may be 

And as I muſe bow [ to thoſe extreames 

Am brought, I find no Cauſe, except that She 

In Loves bright Zodiack having trac'd each Roome, 
To the hot Dog-ftar now at Laff ts come, 


An Almanack. 


Hu ftrange Ecclipſe one ſaies 
Strange Wonders doth foretell, 
But you whoſe Wines excel, 
And love to comnt their Praiſe, 
Shut all your gates, your Hedges plant with Thornes, 
The Sun did threat the World this time with Hornes. 


The Silk- worme of Love, 


Dxdale of my Death 

| Now | reſemble that ſlie worme on Earth, 
"| Fhich prone to its own harme doth taks no reſt : 
For D ay and Night oppreFt, 

Ifeed on fading Leaves 

Of Hope which me deceives, 

'þ 4nd thouſand Webs do warpe within my Breſb, 

= Aria thus in end wnto my ſelfe I weave 

A faſi-ſkat Priſcn, or a cloſer Grave, 


_ 


That little Cur which fawnes to touch her Lips, 


b | G 4 Deep 
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Deep impreſſion of Loveto his Miftris, 


V V?7 om a mad Nog doth bite, \/ 
| He doth in Water ſtill , | 


That mad Dogs Image ſee : 

Love mad (perhaps) when he my Heart did ſmite 
( More to diſſemble bis {l) 

T ransform'd bumſclfe to thee : | 

For thon art preſent ever fince to me. 

No Spring there «,no Floud, nor other Place, 
Where I (alag) nit ſee thy Heavenly Face, 


A Chaine of Gold. 


Re not thoſe Locks of Gold 

S affcien Chames the wildeſt Hearts to hold? 

Ts not that Ivory Hand 

A Diamantine Band, | 
AAoft ſmre to keep the moſt antamed Mind, 

But ye maſt athers find? 

O yes why i that Golden One then wonne ? 

Thug free in Chaines (perhaps ) Loves Chaines 10 ſcorn, 


On the Death of a Linnet» 


F crucll Death had E ares, 
Or could be plear d by Songs, 
Thu wing'd Muſician had 1.v'd many yearer, 
And Nila mine had never w.-pt theſe Wronzs * 
For when it firſt took Breath, 
The Heavens their Notes did unto it bequeath . 
And if that Samians ſentexces be true, 
Ampkion in this Body Lv'd arew. 
But Death, who mwthing ſpa e5,911 nthirg heares, 
As be ao:h King, kill 4 n,O Griefe ! O Ueares 7 


Lil! 


al 


Lillas Prayer, 


Ove if thou wilt once more 
That I to thee yeturne, 
(Sweet God Jwmake me not burn 
For quivering Age, that doth ſpent D aies deplore. 
Nor, do thou wannd my Heart ig 
For ſome wnconſt ant Boy | 
Who jojes to love, yet makes of Love aT oy, 
Bus (ab #) if I muſt prove thy golden Dart , 
Of grace, O ter we find 
A ſweet young Lover with an aged Mind, 
Thu Lilla pray'd, and Idas did reply, 
(Who heard) Deare have thy wiſh, for ſuch an 1. 


Armelin; Epitaph. 


N Eare tothuy Eplantine 

Enclofed lies the milke-white Armeline ; 

Once Cloris e»ly joy, 

Now %nly "er annoy, | 

Who envied was of the moſt happy Swaines 
That keep their Flocks in Monneaines, Dales,or Plam: 
For oft ſhe bore the wanton in her Arme, 

And oft her Bed,and Boſome did he warm ; 

Now when mnkinder Fates did hims deftroÞ 

Bleſt Dog he hadthe Grace, 

That Cloris for him wet with teares her Face. 


Epitaph. 


5 Io Bawd of Juftice he who Laws controlf'd, 
' | And made thers fawn, and frown as be got gold, 
That Proteus of cur S tate, whoſe Heart and Mouth 
Were farther d:ftant than is North frem South, 


That 


g* ” * 4 w 
F % 'F 


pe, _ MS. 
That Cormorant who made himſclfe ſo groſſe 


On Peoples Raine, and the Princes Lofſe, 4 


1s gone to Hell, and though be here d:d evil, 
He there perchance may prove an boneſt Devill. 


A Tranſlation. 


Pier notes were of old 
Exil'd the Champian Grownd, 


From Hamlets chis'dgn Cities kill'd, or bonnd, 


And only Woodr, Caves, Mountaimer, did thens hold : 
But now (when all i ſold) 
Woeds, Mount aints, Caves, to good Men be refuge, 
And do the Guiltleſſe lodge, 

. And clad in Parple Gone 
\ The greateſt Theeves command within the Towni. 


3 


Epitaph. 


Hen Death thee hath begwil'd 
'Þ aicnn firſt borne Child ; 


| Then thow who thrall'd all Laws 


Now againſt Pormes cannot maiutaine thy Cauſe : 
Tet Wor mes (more juſt than thew) now do no Wrong, 
Since all do wonderthey thee ſpar'd ſo long ; 

For though from Life thou aidſt but lately paſſe, 
Twelve Springs are gone ſince thow corrupted was, 


Come Citizens, ret to death an Altar, 
Who keeps you fron Axe Frell T imber, Halter, 


2a Y$_ 
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Þ! 4a moſt holy Church, a holy man, 
Unto a holy Saint with Viſage wan, 
And Eyes like Fonntaines, mumbled forth a Prazer, 
And with ſtrarge Words and S1ghs made black the Aire: 
And having long ſo ſtay'd,and long long pray'd, | 
A thouſand croſſes on him[elfe be lay? 
And with ſome ſacred Beads bung on his Arme 
Hu Eyes bis Month, bis Temples, Breſt did charme« 
Thus not content (range Worſhip hath no end) 
To kifſe the Earth at laſt he did pretend, - 
And bowing down beſought with humble grace, 
en aged Woman neare to give ſomeplace - 

She 1urw'd,and turning np her Hole beneath, 

Said, Sir kiſſe here. for it ts all but Earth. 


Proteus of Marble. 


His us no work of Stone, | 
Though it ſeem: breathleſſe,cold,and ſenſe hath nonag 
But that falſe God which keeps 
The monſtrous people of the raging Deeps t 
Now that he doth not change bis ſhape this while, 
It s this conſtant more you to begwile+ 


Pamphilus. 


Ome L adie: wed, ſome love, and ſome adore them, 
T like their wanton ſport then care not for them. 


Apelles 


T5 POEMS. 


Apeles eramour'd of Campaipe, Alexander Mifttis, 


Pg: Painter while I (ought 
To connterfeit by eArrt | 
The _ Frame which Nature ever wrought, 

And having I:mm'd each Part 

Except her watchleſſe Eyes : 

Scarce on thoſe Suns 1 gazd, 

As Lightning falls from Skye, 

C— my Hend weake, my Mind amazd, 
DLnd ere that Pencil balfe them had expreff, 
Love had then drawn, no, grav'd them in my Breſt. | 


| Campaſpe. 
O N Stars ſhall I exclaime, 


Which thus my Fortune change, 
Or ſhall I elſe revenge 
Hpon my ſelfe i his ſhame, 
Inconſtant Meonarch, or ſhall I thee blame 
Who lers Apelles prove 
4 The ſweet Delights of Alexanders Love ? 
Noo, Stars, my ſeife,and thee, I all forgive, 
And Jojes, that thus 1 live ; 
Of thee blind King, my Beauty was defÞir'd, 
Thoudid(t not know it, wow being known 'tis priz'd. 


Tegs k 41 


{+ - Cornucopia. 


F fox one only Horne, 
Which Nature to bim gave, 
So famors it the noble Unicorne ? 
What praiſe ſhould that Man have, 
Whoſe Head a Lady brave 
Dorb with a gogdly paire at ence agorne ? 


VE Bu bo of ,Þ om 


Love 
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Love ſuffers no Paraſol, 


= Eyes, deare Eyes, be Spheares 
| whore two bright Suns are roll'd, 
aire Hand to behold 
Of Sow Appearers 
ben while ye coyly land 
To yer from we tboſe EJes, 
Sweet [ wonld you adviſe 
Tochuſe ſome whey an than that white Hand : 
For if ye do, nf tru: true this know, 
T beſt Sans ve Long wh needs conſume warme Snow. 


Unpleaſant Muſick, 


ot fields Ribaldo fray'd 

Mayes T ape#Fry toſre, 9 
And bearing on a Tree : 
A Cuckow ſing, (igb'd to bimſelfe and wa, 


Loe how alas even Bird: fit mocking me. 


Sleeping Beauty. 


OS ht too dearely bought | 

ſleeps, andthongh thoſe Eyes 
Which lightes Cupids Skres 
Br clos'd, yet ſuch 4 grace 
Enuuroneth that Place, 
That I through Wonder to grow foint am brought 3 
Suns if ecclips'd you bave JOE divine, 
What power bave I t onde pa bio peo ine? 


Alcogs _ 


BR "om | 30 EMS, 
. Mons Kille, 


VV. otheys at their E are, i 
Two Pearles,Camilla at ber Noſe did pay, | 


Which Alcoa who nenght ſaw 

(For Love « blind) robb'd with apretty K iſe; | 
But having known his miſſe, 

And felt what Ore be from that Mine did draw, = 
when ſhe to feaia ain did him deffre; - 


He flrd,and faid, Water quenebed Fire. 
The Sues of V ens. terpiog- 


Parr vexeat thy Mind . — / 
To make me mine Eyes unfold; 
For if thos (houldft them behold," 

Thine perhaps they will make bland. 


oy Lair to Petrarch 


Rather love a Youth and chils: P Rime, 
Than thee whoſe Verſe and Head are wiſe through 


The Roſe. 


| "oa r which of Adons Blowd 

Sprang, when of that cleare Floud 

Which Nenas wept another white was borne : 
Theſi wher Cynarean Yemth thou lively ſhows, 
But ths ſbarpe- pointe Thorne 

So.proud abort thy Crimliti Folds that grows, 
What ad:th it repreſent ? 

Boares Tecth(perbapt)bis milth-white Flanke which rents 
O ſhow in one of uneſteemed Worth 


T, has Both the kill'd, and killer ſetteth forth ! 


(T ze, 
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A Lovers Prayer. 
Eare to a Chriftall Spring, 

N With Thirſt and Heat oppreff, " 

Nucciſls faire dothveſt, Arai 

Trees,pleaſant Trees which thoſe green plains forth bring 

Now interlace your envy | Tops above, 

And make 4 Cariopy nate my Love ;_ 

So in Heavens bjg beft Houſe when Sun appearer, 

Aurora way you cheriſh with ber Teares. 


Telas Epitaph. 

Ere deare Tolas lies, | 
Hz whilſt he liv'd im Beanty did ſurpaſſe 
That Boy, whoſe heavenly Eyes 
Brought Cypris from above, 

Or him co death who look'd in watry Glaſſe, 
Even Judge the*God of Love. 

And if the Nymph once beld of hin 'ſe deare 
Dorine the faire,wowuld here but ſhed one Teare, 
T hou ſhou!dſt in Natures ſcorne 

A Purple Flow'r ſee of this Marbleborne. 


The Trojan Horſe. 


Horſe I am, whobit, 
Reinegrod,Spmr do not feare, 
When I my Riders beaxe, 
Withm my Wombe,not on my Back they fit. 


No ſtreames ] drinkg,nor care for Grafſt or Corne ; a4 
Art me a Monſter wranght 


All Natures workes to [corne 

A Mother I was without Mather boyne, 

In end all arms'd my Father I forth brought : 
What thouſand Ships, aud Champions of renowne 
Could not do free,captiv'd I raz'd Troy's Town. 


| FiY 
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For Dorme 


WAY Hy Nais ftandye nice | 

Like to a well wrought Stone, 

Then Dorus would yom hiſſe 

Denie him not tharbbſe 

He's but a Child (old Men be Children twice) 
Ang even a T oothleſſs one ; 

And when his Lips jours tonch in that delight 
Te nerd not feare be will thoſe Cherries bite, 


Love vagabonding. 
Gs Nyaphs, if «s ye ſtray | 
Ye find the froth-borne.Goddeſſe of the Sea, 
eAllblubb'red, pale, nndone, 
Who ſeeks ber giddy Son, 
That little * ugh "op 
Whoſe golden ſhaſts your chaſteſt: Boſomes prove z 
wp meu bo Recor hath run away : 
| If onght io himthat finds him ſhe'll 1mpart 
 Telber benightly loggeth in my Heart. 


To a River. 
Q She will not that I © 
aFShe to the World my Joy, 
* Thow who oft mine annoy 
Maſt beard deare Elondgell Thetis if thos can 
| That not a bappier Alan | 
 Doth breathe beneath the She. 
Hore ſweet, more white, more faire, 
Lips, Hands, and Amber Haire, 
Tell none did ever touch, 
A ſmaller daintier Waſte 
Tell never was embrac't 


Bt pe ice fince ſhe forbids thee tell t00 nouch, 


POEMS, 
\, Lids. 


Uch Lids «that who her ſees". <' 
Through Envy ,or through Love, fSraight 


Plirene. -: ..: 


|, om Siſters kelp my Phranes Praiſe totel,.; -_ 
Phrzne hear: of my heart, with whom the Graces 
bs | ſerchergriign fo frreyhes ue bow =. 4 teh, 
What fir#t to praiſe of ber,her Breſt,or Neck of Snow, 
Her Cheeks with Roſes ſpred, or hertwo Sun-likg Eges, * 
Her teeth of brighteſt, pearl, her lips where Sweetges lier 
Bat thoſe fo praiſe rhomſelwer;being 10 all Eyes ſes forth, 
That Mules ye need not to ſay onght of their Worth, 

Then her white ſwelling P aps eſſay for to make known, 

Bat her white ſwelling paps through ſmalleſt vail are ſhowny 
Tet She hath ſomething elſe more worthy than the ref 
Net ſeen. go fong of that, which lies beneath het breſt, 

And mounts like fairParnafle, wherePegaſſe well doth ran; 
Here Phrzne ſtay'd my Muſe ere (be had well beguy, 


Kiſſes defired. 
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"Hough 1 with ſtrange Defire 
To kiſſe thoſe roſie Lips amſet on fire, 


Tet will I ceaſe to crave 
Sweet kiſſes in ſuch ſtore, Pp 77 a7 
4t he who long before fs 
In thouſands Jn from Lesbia did receive © 
Sweet heart but once me hifſes...- | 6 
And I by that ſw: et bliſſe - —_— Ax; 
Even ſweare to Cenſe you to importane more ; 5 
Prore on8 no number 15, 
Another Word of me ye ſhall not beare 

After one K:ſſe but (till one Lis, my Deare: 


Deſited | 


POEMS, 
Deſired Death. 
Eare Life while I dotoxch 
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which ftill themſelves do kiſs, 
And ſweetly me invite to dv as mnch, 


All pantiv in my Lips, WE . 
M15 H xn hy Hf doth Tenve, ) | 


No frnſ# my Be have, '\ 


Ani iaward Powers do find a ſtrange Ecclipſe : 
This Death ſo heavenly well 

Doth fo py pleaſe,thar [ 

World never lenger ſeeks in ſenſe to dwell, 

If that even thus I only could but dye. 


Phceve. 
to dhe alone, and all the Night to wander, | 
dla can prove chaſte, then chaſte is Phoebe without 
( fiander, 
Anſwe rs 


Oole ſtil to be alone,all Night in Heaven to wander, 
Wonld makg the wanton chaſte, then ſhe's chaſte with- 
(ont ſlander, 
The cruelty of Rora. 


vV Hilſt fghing forth his Wrongs, 
In ſweet, though doleſull Songs, 


Alexis ſought to chirte\his Roras E ares, 

The Hil: were heard to moane, 

To ſigh each Spring appeared, 

Trees, bardeft Trees throwgh Rine diſtill'd their Tray 
And ſoft grew every Stone : 

But Teares, or Sight,nor Songs could Rora move, 
For fee rejojcea at hs MN and lower 


Corral Po#tt of bliſſe, | Ys 


> 
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A Kifſe, 


Arke,bappy Lovers, barks, 

This firſt and laft of Foes, 

Thus ſweetner of eAnnojes, 

This NeQar of the Gods, 

Tou call a Kiſſe, ts with it ſelfe at 0dr 1 
And halfe ſo ſweet ts not © 

Inequall Meaſure got, | 
At light of Sun, as it i inthe darke,” (4 
Harke,happy Loversharks, 


"Y o 


by | 


Kalas Complaint, 
Ala old Mopſus Wife, | "(i87«c4 
Kala with faireFt Pace, T% 


For whom the Neighbour Swaines oft wore at ftrifey tin) 


As (he to milke her ſnowy Flock did tend, 

Sigh'd with a heavy Grace, © 

And ſaid : What wretch like me doth lead her life ? 
I fee not bow my T acke (hall bave an end 5 * 

All Day { draw theſe ſtreaming Dng: in Feld, 
All N:igkt mine empty Husbana". ſoft and cold. 


Phillis, 
[5% Peticoat of greene, 


Her Haire abont her Eine, 
Phillis beneath an Oake - 


'} Sate milking ber faire flock + 


Mong ft that ſweet-ftrained moifture (rare delight } 
Her band ſeers'd milkg,in milks it was ſo white, 


H 3 


: - 
. 
—C—C— ——C  — OOO 


260 


{POEMS. 


A Wiſh, 


O forge to mighty Jove. 4 
T "> x ps, Woe ; 
Nor on this Ronnd below _ 
Rich Midas thillts know, 

LInimike all Gola.1 touch, 

Do I defire,it is for me too much; 

Of allthe Arts praitis d aa the Skie, 

1 wonld but Phillis Lepidarie be. 


Nilz. 


Ifa, Palemons fe, bis weeping told 
He kept not Grammar rule: ow bein g 9/4 : 


For why ater ſhe )poſition falſe make je 
Putting 4 ſhavvhinfwhere along (hould be 


'A Lovers Heaven. 


Hoe s] nr nay ny which twrne / 
Ts 0 ſtaftiyin their Sphearet, 

Ani dazeling do not burne, Sl 
The Beauty f the Morne | Ti 
Which on theſe cheeks appeares, | bY 
The Harmony which to that voice us given, Oj 
Alakes me thinks jou are Heaven. F 
1f Heaven you be, O that bypowerfull Charmes, cf D; 
I Atlas were exfolded tn your armes ? | 


Epitaph, 


Hu decve though not-reFelted Earh ,Aoth held ; 
FT One for hus worth whoſe T ombe howld be of gold. 


Bcautis - 
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Beauties Iden« 


V Ho wonld PerfeQions faire Idea ſee 
Y On pretty Cloris let him look, with me ; 
ite is her baire, her Teeth white, white ber Shin, 
Black be ber Eyes, her Eye-brows Capids [nx : 
Her Locks, ber Body, bands do long appeare, 
But Teetb ſhort, ſhort her Wombe,and cither Eare ; 
The ſpace *twixt Shoulders, Eyes are wide, Brow wide, 
Strait Waſtethe Month ftrait,and her virgin Pride. 
Thick are her Lips, Thighs, with Banks: ſwelling there, 
Her Noſe us ſmall, ſmall Fingers, and her Haire : 
Her ſugred HMowmth, her Cheekes, ber Nailes be red, 
Little her Foot, Breſt little,and her Head. " 
Such Venus was, ſuch was that Flame of Troy, 
Snch Cloris is, mine Hopegand only Joy. 


Mid the Waves profound, 

Far, far from all Reliefe, 
The honeſt Fiſher Lalas, ab ! «s drown'd, 
Shat thu Hutle Skiffe : p 
The Boards of which did ſerve bins for a Biere, 
So that when be to the black World came neare 
Of hims no Silver greedy Charon got, 
For be in his own Boat 


Didpaſſe that Flond, by which the Gods do ſmeare, 


H 3 Flowers 
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FLOWERS of SLON:;. 
| OR | 
SPIRITUALL POEMS, 


By W.D. 
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Riumphant Arches,Statnes crown'd with Bayes, 
Proud Obeliskes, Tombes of the vaſteſt Frame, 


gn—_—_— — 


Brazen Cololles 4r/aſes of Fame, 17 
And Temples bnilded to vaine Deities praiſe - 5 
States which unſatiate Minds in bloud do raile, 14 
From Southerne Pole unto the Artick Teame, i 
. Andeven what we write to keep our Name, h 


Like Spiders Caules are made the ſport of Daies ; $ 
All only conſtant is in conſtant Chaoge x 

What done is, is undone, and when undone, 

Into ſome other figure doth it range, 

Thus rolls the reſtlefſe World beneath the Moon : 
Wherefore (my Mind)above Time, Motion, Place, 
Aſpire,and Steps, not reach'd by Nature, trace» 
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'| A Good that never ſatisfies the Mind, 
A Beauty fading like the Aprill Cow" 
A Sweet with flouds of Gall that, runs combi 
«| A Pleaſure paſting ereint made ours, 
| | A Honour that more fickle is than wind, 
+ AGlory at Opinions frown that low'rs, 
[A Treaſury which bankrupt Time devoures, _ 
A Knowledge than grave Ignorance more blind 3 
| A vaine Delight our cqualls to command, 
\| AStile of greatneſle, in effe&t a Dreame, 
Aſwelling Thought of bolding Sea and Land, 
Aſervile Lot,deckt with a pompous Name : 
Are the ſtrange Ends we toyle for here below, 
Till wiſeſt Death make ns our crrours know, 


3833 
[7 a right (hadow u, 


For if it long appeare, 
| Then it ſpent, and Deaths long Night draws neare ; 
Shadows are moving, light, 
| | Aud ue there oughe [+ moving 4s t thu 2 
When it 1s moſt in Sight, 
I feales away, and none knows how or where, 
So neare onr Cradles to onr Coins are. 


H4 Looke 
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282 
Ook as the Flow'r whichlingtingly doth fade, 
The Mornings Darliog late, the Summers Queen, 
SpoyV'd of that Juyce which kepr'it freſh andgreen, 
As high as itdid raiſe, bows low the head : TY 
Right ſo the pleaſtres of my Life beitig dead, | 
Orin their Contraries bur only feen, 
With ſwiſter ſpeed declines than erſt it ſpred, 
And (blalted) ſcarce now ſhows whar it hath been, 
Therefore, as doth the Pilgrim, whom the Night 
Haſt darkly to imprifotronhis way, 
Thinke onthy Home ( my Soule) and thinke aright, 
Of what's yet left thee of Lites waſting Day; 
ThySun poſts Weſt ward, paſled is thy Morne, 
And twice it is not given thee to be borne. 
239 
He weary Mariner fo far not flies 
An howling Tempeit, Harbour to attaine, 
Nor'Stiepheard haſts (when frayes of Wolves ariſe ( 
So faſt to Foldto ſave his bleating trajne, 
As I (wing'd with Contempt and juſt Difdaine) 
Now flie the World, and what it molt doth prize, 
And SanRuary ſeck free to remaine 
From wounds of abjetTimes, and Envies eyes ; 
To me this World did once ſeem [weet and faire, 
While Senſes light, Minds PerſpeRtive kept blind; 
Now like 1magin'd Landskip in the Aire, 
And weeping Raine-bows her beſt Joyes I find : 


.. Qrif ought here js bad that praiſc (ſhould have, 
It is at obſcure Life, and filent Grave. 
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F this faire Volume which we World do name, 
It we the ſheets and leaves could turne with care, 
Ot him who it corres, and did it frame, 
We cleare might read the Art and Wiſdome rare, 
Find ont his Power which wildeſt Pow'rs doth tame, 
His Providence extendingevery-where, _, 
His Juſtice which proud Rebels doth not ſpare, 
In every Pape, no, Period of the ſame : 
But (iily we like fooliſh Children reſt, | 
Well pleas'd with colout'd Velum, Leaves of Gold, 
Fai:e dangling Ribbands,leaving what is beft, 
On the great Writers ſenſe ne're taking hold , 
Or if by chance we ſtay our Minds on ought, 
It is ſome Pure on the Margine wrought. 


BER 


T He Griefe was common, common were the cries, 

Teares, 509s,and Groanes of that afflited Traine, 

Which of Gods choſen did the Sum containe, 

And Earth rebounded with them, pierc'd were Skies ; 

All good had left the Worldzeach Vice did raign 

Inthe moſt monſtrous jerts Hell could devile, 

And all Degrees,and cach Eſtate did ſtaine, 

Nor further had to go whom to ſurprize; 

The World beneath, the Prince of Darkneſlc lay, 

And in cach- Temple bad bim(elfe inſtall'd, 

Was facrific'd unto, by Prayers call'd, 

Reſponſes gave, which (fooles) they did obey : 
When (pittying Man) God of a Virgines wombe 
Was borne, and thoſe falle Deities itrooke dumbc. 
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R = Shepheards)run,where Beeh/ems bleſt appears, 
We bring the beſt of News,be notdi/may'd, 
A Saviour there is borne, more old than yeares, 
Amidlt the rolling Heaven this Earth who ſtay'd ; 
In a poore Cottage Inn'd,a Virgin Maid, 
A weakling did him beare who all upbcares, 
There he in Cloatbs is wrapt, in Manger laid, 
To whom too narrow S wadlings are our Spheares. 
Run (Shepheards) run, and ſolemnize bis Birth, 
This is that Night, no, Day grown great with Bliſſe, 
Jn which the Power of Satan broken is, 
In Heaven be Glory,Peace unto the Earth; 
Thus finging through the Aire the Angels ſwame, 
And all the Stars re-ecchoed the ſame. 
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Than the faireſt day, thrice fairer night, 

Night to beſt Daies, in which a Sun doth riſe, 

Ot which the golden Eye which cleares the Skies, 

Is bat a ſparkling Ray, a Shadow light:; 

And bleſled ye (in filly Paſtors ſight ) 

Mild Creatures in whoſe warme Crib now lies, 

That Heaven-ſent Youngling, holy-Maid-born Wight, 
?Midſi,end, beginningot our Propheſies : 

Bleſt Cottage that hath Flow';s in Winter ſpread, 
Though withered blefled Grafle, that bath the grace | 
' Todeck and be a Carpet to that Place. 


Thus fioging to the ſounds of oaten Reed SG 
Before the Babe, the Shepheards bow'd their knees, | 
And Springs tan Near, Honey dropt from Trees. 


To 
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'O ſpread the azure Canopy of Heaven, 

T ol make it twinkle with thoſe ſpangs of Gold, 
To (tay the pondrous Globe of Earth {o even, 
That it ſhonld all, and noaght ſhould it uphold ; | 
To give ſtrange motions to the Planets ſeven, 
Or Joveto make ſo meek,or Mars {o bold, 
Totemper what is moilt,dry, hot,and cold, 
Of alltheir Jars that (weet accords are given : 
Lotd, to thy Wiſdom's nought; nought to thy Might, 
But that thou ſhould[t (thy Glory laid afide ) 
Come meanely.in mortality to 'aide, 
And die for thoſe deſerv'd eternall plight, 

A wonder is fo farabove our wit, 

T hat Angels ſtand amaz'd to muſe. on it. 
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Helaſt and greateſt Herauld of Heavens King, 
' Þ Girt with rough Skins, hiesto the Deſarts wild, 
Among that {avage brood the Woods forth bring, 
Which he more barmelefle found than man,and mild ; 
His food was Locuſts,and what there doth ſpring, 
With Honey that from Virgine Hives diſtill'd, 
Parcht Body, hollow Eyes, ſome uncouth thing 
Made him appeare, long ſince from Earth exil'd, 
There burſt he forth, all ye whoſe Hopes rely 
On God, with me amid{t theſe Deſarts mourne, 
Repent,repent,and from old errours turne, 


Wholiſt'ned to his voice, obey'd his cry ; 
Oaly the Ecchoes, which he made relent, 
Rung from their flinty Caves, repent,zepent. 
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Hele Eyes (deare Lord) once Tapers of Deſire, 
TE rote Sconts betraying what they had to keep, 
Which their own heart;then others ſet on fire, 
Their trait*cous black before thee here ont- weep; 
Theſe Locks of bluſhing deeds, the gilt attire, | | 
Waves curling, wracktalk{helves to ſhadow deep, | 1 
" Rings wedding Soules to Sins lethargick lleep, 
To touch thy ſacred Feet do now aſpire, 
In Seas of care behold a (inking Barke, 
By winds of ſharpe remorſe unto thee driven, 
Olet menot be Ruines aym'd-at marke, 
My faults coofelt (Lord)ſay they are forgiven. 
Thus (igh'd to ]eſusthe Betbanian fairc, 
His teare» wet Feet till drying with her Haire, 
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| | rom op Countries new delights to find, B--4 
But 4b ! for pleaſure I did find new paine, 

Enchanting Pleaſure io did Reaſon blind, 
That Fathers love and words 1 ſcorn'd as vaine 35 
For Tables rich, for bed, for following traine | 
Of carefull ſervants to obſerve my Mind, 
Theſe HeardsI keep my fellows are aſſign'd, } 
My Bed's'a Rock,and Herbs my Lite ſultaine. 
Now while I famine feele,feare worſer barmes, 
Father and Lord I turne,thy Love (yet great} F 
My faults will pardonypitty mine eſtate, 
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This where an aged Oake had ſpread its Armes 
Thcught the loſt Child, while as the Heards he led 
And pin'd with hunger on wild Acorns fed, 
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'Þ that the World doth in amaze remaine, 

L Toheare in what a ſad deploring mood, 

The Pelican poures uaahach wh Te Blond, 

To bring tolite her younglings back againe ? 

Hew ſhonld we wonder at that ſovcraigne Good, 


Who from that Serpents ſting (that bad as ſlaine) 
To ſave our lives,ſhed his Lifes purplefiood, 
And turn'd to endlefle Joy our endlefle Paine ? 


Ungratefull Soule,that charm'd with falſe Delight, 
Halt long long wander'd in Sins flowry Path, 
And didit not thinke at all, or thoughtlt not right 
Oa this thy Pelicans great Loye and Death, 
Here pauſe,and let{though Earth it ſcorn Jbeaven ſee 
Thee poure forth tears to him pour'd Bloud for thee. 
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F in the Eaſt when you do there behold 
Forth from his Chriſtall Bed the Sun toriſe, 
With roſie Robes and Crawre of flaming Gold ; 
If Saving on that Empreſſe of the Skjes WW 
hat takes ſo man) formes, and thoſe faire Brands 
Which blaze in Heaven: high V anlt, Nights watchful 
If ſeeing bow the Seas tumultuou Bands (e3es ; 
Of bellowing Billows have their comrſe confin'd, 
How wuſuſtamn'd the Earth ſtill RedfaFt ſtands ; 
' Poore mortall Wig hts, you e're Fomnd in your Mind 
A thought, that ſome great King did fit above, 
Who had ſuch Laws and Rites to them aſſign d? 
A King who fix'd the Poles, made Spheares co move, 
All Wiſdeme,Pureneſſe, Excellency, Might, 
All Goedneſſe, Greaineſſe, Juſtice Beanty, Love 


With 
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With feare and wonder hither turne your Sight, 
See,ſce (alas) him now not in that State 
T hought could fore-caft Him into Reaſons tight, __ 
Now Eyes with tears,vow Hearts with F4 efe make great, 
Bemoane this cruel{ Death and ruthfull caſe, 
If ever Plaints juſt Woe conld aggravare ? 
From $1n and Helltd ſave ue humant Race, 
See this grow King nail d to ax abjttt Tree, 
= An objett of reproath and ſad diſyrate. 
O unheard Pity ! Love in ſtrange degree | 
He his qzn Life doth $jveghrs Bloyd dorb ſhed, 
Foy otwrig' 3, eek Worthivefſt to ſee. ay 
Poore Wight, beb Hb «Viſage pale as Lead, 2” 
His Head bow'd to-His Breſt, Lock? [adly rent, 


Likg a cropt Roſt that Lang wiſhing doth fage. 
Weaks Nature erpe, aftoniſh'd Wor "rg , 
Lamitt,jou Winds, yet Beaven that all container, 


And thou (my Soule ) let nought thy Griefes relext, 
Thoſe Hands, thoſe ſacred Hands which hold the reines 
Of this great Alhand kept from mutual! wars 
The Elements,beare rent for thee their Veines : 
Thoſe Fees which once muſt trade on golden Stars, 
For thee with Nails would be pierc'd through and torn, 
For thee Heavens King from Heaven himſclfe debays; 
7 his great heart-quaking Dolowr waile and mourn, . 
Yee that long fince Him ſaw by might of Faith, 
Ye now that are,andye jet to be borne. 
Not to behold his great Creators Death, 
The Sun from ſinful ezes hath vail'd his light, 
And faintly jowrnies up Heavens ſaphyie Path: 
And cntting from her Frows ber Treſſes bright, 
The Moone doth keep her Lords ſad Obſeques, 
Impearling with her Teares her Robe of Night, 
All taggering andiazie lowre the Skies, 
The Earth and eletwemall Stages quake, 
The long- fince dead from burſled Graves ariſes 
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And bears apart with hurswho all them wrought ? 


And Man (though borne with cries) ſhall pitty lack ? 


Thinke what had been your ſtate, bad be not brought 
To theſe ſharpe Pangs himſelfe,andpriz/d ſo high 
Your ſonles; that with bis Life them life he bonght, 

What woes do you attend? if ftillye ye 
Plang'd'in year wonted ordares ? wretched Brood, 
Shall for yorr ſakg ag aine God ever die? 1 

0 leave ———— embrace trae goed, 
He on you calls,forgo Sins ſbamefull trade, 


With Prayers now ſeth Heaven, and not with Bloud. © 


Let not the Lambs more from their Dam! be had, 
Nor Altars bInſh for fn, dive every thing, 
That long time long*d for ſacrifice is made. 
Allthat is from you crav'd by this preat King 
1s to belceve, apure Heart Inceuſeit, 
What gift (alas) can we hin meauer bring? 
Haſte (in-fick Soles, this ſeaſon ds not miſſe, 
Now while remarſeleſſe Time doth grant you ſpace, 
And God invites you to your only Bliſſe : 
He who you calls will not deny you Grace, 
But low-deep bury faults,ſoye repent, 
His Armes { loe) ſtretched are yow to ombrace. 
When D aies are done,and Lifcs ſmall ſparks is ſpent, 
S»0u accept what freely here is given, 
Like brood of Angels deathleſſe, all-content, 
Te (hall for ever live with him iv Heaven. 


| 
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And can things wank ſenſe yet ſorrow take, 
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(OOneforthcome forth,ye bleſt triumphing Bands, 


Faire Vitizensof that immortall Town, 
Come lee that King which all this All commands, 
Now (overcharg'd with Love) diefor bisowa 


Look on thoſe Nailes-which pierce his Feet and Hands, 


What a ſbarpe Diatdlem bis Brows doth crown ?. 
Behold bis pallid, Face, his heavy frown, 

And what a throng of Thieves him mocking (tands, 
Come forth ye Emipyrean Troapes,come forth, 
Preſerve this {acred. Bloud that Earth adornes, 
Gather thoſe liquid Roſes of bis Thornes, + 

O 1 co be loſt they be of too much worth :- 


I _—_ 3 | | bt 4 1 k 
For Streams,-Juite, Balm they are, which quench, kills, 
- a 


charmes 
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Of God, Death,Hellthe wrath, the life, the harmes. 
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Oule, whom Hell did once inthrall, 
He, He for thme-offence, 

Did ſuffer Death, who could not die at all, 

O ſoveraigne Excellence, 

O life of all that lives, | 
Eternall Bounty which each geod thing gives, 
How could Death mount [obigh ? 

No wit this Pornt can reach, 

Faith only doth wa teach, 

He died for us at all who could not dye. 
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TIMED 
Ife to givelife, deprivedis of Life, | 

[ang Death difplay'd hath Enſfigne againſt Dearb; 
So violent the Rigour was of Death, 
That nought could dannt it bat the Lite of Life - 
No Power bad Pow'* to thrall Lifes Pow'rs to Death, 
But willingly Life down hath laid Lefe, ; 
Love gave the wound which wrought this worke oi 
Bis Bow and Shaftswere of the Tree of Lefe, (Death, 
New quakes the Author of eternall Death, 
To find cbat they whom late he reft of Life, 
Shall fill his Roome above the liſts of Death, 
Now all rejoyce 16 Death who bope tor Life, 

Dead Jeſus lics, who Death hath kill'd by Death, 
| No Tomhe his Tombe is but new Source of Life. + 
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Iſe from thoſe fragrant Climes.thee now embrace, 
Unto this World of Onrs O haſte thy Race, 
Fare Sun, and though contrarie waics all yeare 
Thos hold thy Corſe now with the higheſt Sheare, 
Joe thy blew Wheeles to haſten T1me that low'rs, 
Andlazy Minutes turne to perfeft Homres 
The Ng ht and Death too long a leagne have made, 
To ftow che World tn Horroxrs ugly (hade : ' 
Shake from thy Locks a Day with $afron yaies 
So faire, t bat it ontſhine all other daies ; 
And yet do not preſume (great Eye of Light ) 
' Pobe that which this Day muſt make ſo bright, 
tee an Eternal Sun haſts to ariſe, 
at from the Eafterne blaling Seas or Skies, 
Or any ſtranger Worlds Heavens Concavet have, 
nt frem the Darhaeſſe of an hollow Grave . 
'Y [ 


And this t that all- powerfull Sun above, 
That crown'd thy Brows with Ray:,firft made thee move, 
Lights Trumpeters,ye need not from your Bow'rs 
Pr oclaime thu Daygthss the angelick Pow'rs 
Have done for you , But now an opall bew 
Bepaints Heavens Chriſt all, to the longing view 
Earths late bid Colowrs ſhine, Light doth adorne | 
The World,and (weeying Joy ) forth comes the Morne; 
And with ber,as from « Lathargich Trance 
The breath retarn'd that Bodies doth advance, 
Which two ſad Nights in Rock lay coffin'd dead, 
And with an iron Guard invironed: | 
Life cut of Death, Light ont of Darkmeſſe ſpring, 
From a baſe Jaile forth comes the King of Kings ; 

- What late was mortall.thrall'd to every woe, 
That lackeys life, or upon ſenſe doth grow, 
Immortall is, of an eternall Stampe, 
Far brighter beaming than the morning Lampe. 
Sofrom @ black Ecclipſe ont-peares the Sun: 
Swch | when her courſe of Daies have on hey run, 
In afar Forreſt in the p:arly Eaf, 
And ſhe her ſelfe hath burnt and ſpicie Neſt | 
The lovely Bird with youthful Pexs and C ombe, 
Dath ſore from out her Cradle and ker Tombe : 
So a ſmali ſeed that in the Earth les bid 
And dies, revivirg burſts her eloddy Side, 
Adorn'd with yellew Locks,of new us borre, 
And doth beceme a Mother great with Corne, 
Of Graines brings hundreds with it,which when old, 
Enrich the Furr ows which do float with Gold, 

Haile holy Vittor. greateſt Vittor haile, 

That Hell doth ranſate, againſt Death prevaile, 
O kow thow lon *d for com'ſt ! with joyful cries, 
T he all-trinmphing Palatines of Skies 
S?Ume t{ y riſing, Earrh would Jozes no more 
Bene, if thou riſing didſt, them not reſtore : 
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A fly Toinbe ſhowld not bis Fleſh encloſe, 

Who did ſow agymetebry T ar aſſes pr oft; 

No Monument ſhould ſhich a Jewel hol 

No Rock, thongh Ruby, Diamond and GAd. 

Thou didft Iirnent ad pitty humane Ract, 

Beſtowing on us of thy free-Fiven Grace 

More thaz we forfeited and loſed firſt, 

izEden Rebells when wt were accurſt. | 

Then Earth oxy portion was, Earths Joyer bat given, 

Earth and Eartb#Bliſſe thak haft exchang'd with benves, 

0 what a bight of good hpdy um ſtrxames 

From the great ſplendor of thy Bonnties Brames? 

When we + 0d ſhame,horrour, flames of wrath, 

| Thou bledſ# dier wounds, and ſuffer didft ewr Death, 

But Fatbert Juſtice pleas'd, Hell, Death d'recome; 

In triumph now thoy riſeſ# from 1hy Tombe, 

With Glories which paſt Sorrows connttrvaile, 

Baile boty Y iQtoy, greateſt Vittoy haile, <p 6h 
Hence hathble ſtnſe,and hence yt Guides of ſenſe, 

We now reach Heaven, your weake mtelligence 

And ſearching Pow'rs were in a flaſh made 4:09, 

Tolearne from all Eternity, that hins 

The Father bred,then that he here did come 

(Hi Bearers Patent) in a Virgins Wombe ; 

But the when ſold betray'd.croww'd,ſconyg'd with Thork, 

Nail d to 4 Tree, all breathleſſe bloudleſſegorne, 

Entomb'd, hing riſen from a Grave to find, 

Confounds your Cunning thynes,like Moles, you blind. 

' | Death, tho that hererefore ſtill barren waſh, 

Nay, didſt each «ther Birth eats np and waſte, 

Imperioxs, batefwull, pittileſſe, unjuZt, 

martial equaller of all with duſt, 

Sterne E xecationer of heavenly doome, 

Made fraitfull, now Lifes Mother art become; 

A ſw:'et reliefe of Cares the Seule mol:Rt, 
4» Harbinger to Glory, Peace a»d Reft, 
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Put off thy monruing Veeds,yeeld all thy Gall 
T s dayly (inning Lifegproud of thy fall, 
Aſſemble all thy Captroes, haſte to riſe, 
Angdevery Coarſe in Earth-quakgs where it lies, 
Sound from each flowry Grave, and rocky Jaile, 
Baile holy Vitlor, greateſt V iftor haile. 

The World that waning late and faint did lie, 
Applanding-to our Joes, thy Yiltorg, 
Toayenng Prime Effajer to true againe, 
And as ere ſorl'd with Sin yet to remaine, 
Hey chilling Agues ſhe begins to miſſe, 
All Bliſſe retwraing with the Lorg of Blifſe, 
With greater light Heavens Temples opened ſhine, 
Horns ſmiling riſe, Evens bluſhing do decline, 
Clouds dappied gl:fer,borit'rom Winds are calme, 
Soft Zephyres dathe Fields with ſighs embalme, 
Tn ſilent calmes the Sea hath buſht is K oares, | 
And with enxamour'd Curles oth kiſſe the Shoares: 
All-bearing Earth like a new-married Queene, 
Her Beauties hightens, in a Gown of Greene 
Perfumes the Aire, ker Meads are wrought with flowry 
In tologrs various, fizures,ſmeling, pow'rs, 
Trees wanton inthe Groves with leavy Locks, 
Her Hills examell'd tandthe V ales, the Rocks 
Ring peales of Joy, her Floods and pratling Brookes, 
(Stars ligutd Mirrors) with ſerpentirg Crooks, 
And whiſpering murmurcs, ſound uwto the Maine, 
The Golden Age returned u again:. 
T he honey People leave their golden Bew'rs, 
And inuocenly prey on budding Flow'rs, 
In gloomy Shades percht on the tender Sprayes 
T he painted Singers fill the «Aire with Lajes : 
Sras,Flooas, Earth, Ave, all diverſly do ſonnd, 
Yet all their diverſe Notes hath but one ground, 
Re-eccho'd here-d,wn from Beavent aznre Vaile, 


Haile holy FiBorggreateft Vittor ba te. 
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O Day on which Deaths Adamantine Chaine 
The Lord did breake,did rariſack, Sataos Raigne, 
And in triumpbing Pompe bis Trophees rear , 
Be thou bleFt ever, henceforth full endear'd': * 
With Name of his own Day, the Law to Grace, 

pes to their ſubſtance yeeld, ro thee greipplace 
Vs old poet, veg e all feftivall Daies, 
And what above the reſt deſer veth praiſe 
The reverend Sabaotb,what conldelſe they be 
Then golden Heyanldz, telling what by thee 
We ſhonld enjoy Þ Shades paſt now ſhine thow cltare, 
And hencef, wr be thou Empreſſe of the yeares 
This Glory of thy Sifters Sex to win, 
From worke xk der _ D aies from Sin, 
That Mankind Hall forbeare, in ev : 
The Kr P ryacs warmeth im by = ; 
And far beyond hu paths in frozen Climes z ( - 
And may thos be ſo bleft to out-date Times, 
That when Heavens Quire ſhall blaze in Accent: loud 
The many XMercies of their ſo Derai gue Good, 
% | How he on thes did Sin, Death, Hell deſtroy, 

It may be ſtill the Burthen of "their Joy. 
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|| oro 2 able vaile, an3Shadows deep, 
Of unagceſſible and dimming light, 
Tn filence Khamn-elonds more black than Night, 
The Worlds great Mind his ſcerets hid doth keep - 
Through thoſe thigk Miſts when any mortall Wight 
Aſpires, with bling pace,and Eyes that weep 
To pry,and in his Myſteties to creep, - 
With Thy and Lightvings blaſts their Sight, | 
O Sun invi t doſt abide 
Within thy bright aby ſmes,moſt faire, moſt darke, 
Where with thy proper Raies thou dolt thee hide, 
O ever-ſhining, never full-ſcene marke, 
To guide me in Lifes Night, thy light me ſhow, 
The more ] (earch of theegthe lefle I know, | 
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F with ſuch paſſing Beauty, choice Delights, 
The ArchiteR of this gteat Round did frame, 
This Pallace viſible, ſhort liſts of Fame, 
* And filly Manſion but of dying Wights ; 
How many Wonders, what amaziyg lights 
Muſt that triumphing Seat of Glory claime , 
That doth tranſcend all this Alls vaſte hights, 
Of whoſe bright Sun ours here is but a beame? 
Q blelt abode 10 happy dwelling-place | 
Where viſibly th' Invitible doth raigne, 
Bleſt People which do ſee true Beauties Face, _ 
With whoſe far Shadows ſcarce he Earth dath daigne; 
All Joy is but Annoy,all Concord Strife, © 
Match'd with your cndlefle Blifſe and happy life» +: 
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| Where Towns,no Skires enwall'd, endeare+tach mile; 


Ove which « here a care, 
That Wit and Will doth mar, 

lncertarme Trace and a moſt certaine War, 

A ſhrill cempeſtwous Wind, 

#bich doth diftwrbe che Mind, 

And like wild Waves all our deſignes commove ; 

Among thoſe Pow'rs above, 

hich ſee their Makers Face, 

It acontentment #, 4 quiet Peace, ; 

A Pleaſure void of Griefe, a conſtant rift, . 

Eternall Joy, which nothing can moleſt. 
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The ſpace where curled Waves do now divide 
From the great Continent our happy Iſle, 

Was ſometime Land,and now whero Ships doglide, 
Once with laborious Art the Plough did toyle : 

Once thoſe faire Bounds ſtretcht ont ſo far and wide, 


Were all ignoble Sex'and mariſh yile, 

Where Protexs Flocks danc'd meaſures to the Tide 

$0 Age transforming all ſtill forward runs, 

No wander thongh the Earth doth change her Face, 

New Manners, Pleaſures new, turne with new Suns, 

Lecks now like Gold grow to an boary grace ; 
Nay,Minds rare ſhape dath e, that lies deſpis'd 
Which was ſodeare of late and bighly priz'd. 
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Hu World a Hunting u, 
The Prey poore Men, the Nimrod fierce i Death, 
Hes ſpeedy Graybounads are, 
Luſt, $:ckneſſe, Envy, Care, 
Strife that ne're fall; am ſs, 
With all thoſe ills which haunt u« while we breath» 
Now if by chance we flie 
Of theſe the eager chace, 
Old Age with flealmg pace 
Caſts cn his Nets,and there we panting die, 
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V Hy ( Worldlings ) do ye truſt fraile Hononr 
| dreames ? 

And leane to guilted Glories which decay ? 

Why doye toyle to regiſtrate your Names 

O: Ycic Pillars, which ſoon irelt away? 

True Honour is not here, that place it claimes 

Where lack-brow'd Night doth not exile the Day, 

Nor no fat-thining lampe dives inthe Sea, 

But an erernall Sun ſpreads laſting Beames ; 

There, it attendeth yon, where ſpotletle Bands 

Of Sp'cits {tand gazing on their ſoveraigne Bliſſe, 

Wohete yeares not hold-1t in their cank'ring bands, 

But who once noble, ever noble is, | 
Look bome, leſt be your weakned Wit make thrall, 

Who Exe fooliſh Gard'ner carſt madefall. 
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S are thoſe Apples, pleaſant to the Eye, 
But full of ſmoake within, which uſe to grow 
Neere that ſtrange Lake where God poyr'd from the ** 
Skie 
Huge ſhow'rs of flames, worſe flames tooverthrow : 
Such are their works that with a glaring Show 
Ot bumble holinefle, in Vertues dye 
Wouid colour miſchicte, while within they glow 
With coales of Sti,thougtvnone the Smonke deſcry. 
Bad is that Angellthat earſt fell from Heaven, 
\ But not {o bad:as he, nor in worle caſe 
Who hides a trait'rous mind/with (miling face, 
And with a Doves white feathers cloaths a'Raven - 
5 Each Sinfome colour bath it to adorne, 
HRypocrilie All- mighty God doth ſcorne. 
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Ew doth the Sun appeare, 


The Monntaines Suows decay, 
Crowu'd with fraile flow'rs forth comes the Infant yeare; 
My Soule,Time poſts away, 
And thow yet in that froſt 
Which Flow'r and fruit bath loſt, 
Al if all here immortall were doſt ſtay *: 
| For(hamethy Powers awake, - 

| Lookro that Heaven which never Night makes blacke, 
Ang there at that immortall Suns bright Rates, 
Deck thee with Flow'rs which feare not rage of Daies. 
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Tr2 happy be who by ſome ſhady Grove, 

 & Farfromthe clamorous World, doth live his own, 

Though (olitary, who is not alone, 

But doth converte with that eternall Love z 

O how more ſweet is Birds harmonious Moane, 

Or the hoarſe Sobbings of the widaw'd Dove, 

T han thoſe ſmooth whiſperings neer a PrincesThrone, 

Which Good make doubefull. dothe evill approve ? 

O bow more ſweet is Zephyres wholeſome Breath, 

And Sighs embalm'd, which new-bern Flow'rs unfold, 

Than that applauſe vaine Honour doth bequeath ? 

How {weet are Streames to poyſon dranke in Gold ? 
The World isfall of Harrours, Troubles, Slights, 
Woods harmeleflce Shades have only true Delights, 
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Weet Bird, that fiog'ſt away the carely Houres, 
Of Wiaters palt, or comming void of Care, 
Well pleaſed with Delights which preſent are, 


To Rocks,to Springs,to Rills, from leayy Bow'rs 

Thou thy Creators Goodneſſe doſt declare, 

And what deare Gifts on thee he tid not fpare, 

A ſtaine to humane ſenſe in Sin that low'rs. 

What Soule can be ſo ſick, which by thy Songs 

(Attir'd inſweetneſle) ſweetly is not driven 

Quite to forget Earthsturmoiles, ipights, and Wrongs, 

And lift a reverend Eye and Thought to Heaven ? 

- Sweet Artlefle Song(ter, thou my Mind doſt raiſe 

To Ayres of Spheares,yes,and to Angels Laycs, 


As 
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Faire Seaſons, budding Spraies,(weet-ſmelling Flow'rs: - 
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S when it hapreth that ſome lovely Town 

A Unto a barbarous Beſieger falls, 

Who both by Sword and Flame himſelfe enſtalls, 

and (ſhamelefle) it in Teares apd Bloud doth drown ; 

Her Beauty ſpoyl'd, her Citizens made Thralls, 

His ſpight yet cannot ſo ker all thraw dowa, 

But that ſome Statue, Pillar of reyvoawn, 

Yet lurkes unmaim'd within her weeping walls - 

So after all the Spoile, Diſgragg and Wrack, 

That Timezthe Warld,and Death copld bring combin'd, 

Amidſt that Maſſe of Raines they did make, 

Safe and all ſcarlefle yet remaipes my Mind : 
From this {o high tranſcendent Rapture ſprings, 
That 1, all elle defac'd, not envy Kings. 


398 


Et us each day enure our ſelvesto dye, 
If this (ang not our feares) de truly Death, 
Above the Circles both of Hope aith 
With faire immortall Pinnjong to flic ; 
It this be Death,our beſt Part to untye 
{By ruining the Jaile)from Luſt and Wrath, 
Andevery drowſie languor here beneath, 
To de made deniz'd Citizen of Skic ; 
To have more knowledge than all Books containe, 
All Pleaſures even ſurmounting wiſhing Pow'r, 
The fellowſhip of Gods immortall Traine, 
And theſe that Time nor fotce ſhall ere devoure ? 
If this be Death, What Joy,what golden care 
Of Life, can with Deatbs onglinefle compare ? 
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HMidft the azure cleaye TY 
Of Jordans ſacred Streawes, | 
Jordan of Libanon che off= ſpring deare, 
When Zeghires flow'rs wneloſe, 477 7s 
—_ on rs yon new Beamer, ; 
With grave and ſtately prace a N aroſe. 
Upon ho? Head ſhe ware 7s 47th 
Of Amaranthes a Crown, 
"Her left hand Palmesher right a Torch did beare, ] 
WUnvail'd Skins whiteneſs lay, | 
Gold bares in Curles hang down, z 
Eyes fparkled Joy, more bright thay Stay of Day. 
The Flonda Throne hervrear'd | 
Of Waves, moſt like that Heaven 
Where beaming Stars in Glory turne enſphear'd: ] 
The Aire ſtood calme and eleare, 
No S:1gh by Winds was given, 
Birds left to jng,H wed; / ret voice to heave; 
 World-wandrivg ſorry Wights, : 
Whom nn hing can content 
Within theſe varying li#Þ-1 of D ates and Nights, 4 
Whoſe life (ere known amiſs ) 
In glittering Griefes ts ſpent, 
Come learne (ſaidſhe) what ts you? choiſeſt Bliſs. 
From Toyle andpreſſing Cares 
How ys may refpit find, | 
A Sat wary from Seule-thralling Snares, \ 
A Port to harbowy ſure 
In ſþ1ght of waves and wind, 
Which ſhall when Trmes ſwift Glaſs u run engare. 
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Not happy & that Life 

bib ee As x4 bold, 

No, but a Sea of feares,a Field of ſtrife, 

Charg'd on a T brone to fit 

With Diadems of Gold, 

Preſero d by Forece,and ftill obſerv'd by Wit ; 
Huge Treaſures to enjoy, 

Of all her Gems ſþoyle Inde, 

All Seres fplks in Garments to imploy, 

Deliciouſly to feed 

The Phanx plumes to find 

Toreſt npon, or deck, your purple Bed. 
Fraile Beauty to abuſe, 

And (wanton Sybarites) 
. Onpaſt or preſent touch of ſenſe to muſe ; 

Never to heare of Noiſe 

But what the Eare d:lights, 

Sweer Muſicks charmes,or charming flatterers voice, 
Nor can it Pliſs you bring, | 

Hid Natures Depths to know, 

Why matter changeth whence each forme doth ſpring, 

Nor that your Fame ſhould range, 

And after-Worlds it blow 

From Tanais to Nile, from Nile to Ganges 
All theſe have not the Pow'y 

To free the Mind from fearer, 

Nor hideous horrogr can allay one hoxre, 

When Death in ſtealth deth glance ; 

In Sickneſs lurks or jeares, 

And wakgs the Soule from ont her mortall Trances 
Nogbat bleitife ts this, ; 

With chaſte and pure Defire 

To ture unto the load-ftar of all Bliſt, 

On God the Mind toreſt, 

Barnt wp with ſacred Fire, 
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then to the banimy Eat | 
Sax doth bu light ttwpart, 
Or when he diveth inthe lowly ef, 
And raviſheth the Day, | 
With ſpotleſſe Hands and Heart, | 
Him cheerfully to praiſe and to bin pray, | 
Toheedeach att ion ſo, 
As ever in hu fight, 
More fearing doing T!! than paſſive woe z 
Not to ſeeme other thing 
Than what je are aright, *J 
Never to do what my Repentance bring : | 
Not to be blown with Pride, 
Nox mov'd at Glories breath, 
- Which Shadow-lthe on wings of T ine doth glids + 
So Malice to diſarm, 
Lnd conquer baſty Wrath, 
 fArro do good to thoſt that works youy barine + 
Tohatch nobaſe Deſires, 
Or Gold or Land to paint, 
Well pleat'd with that which V ertne faire atquirts, 
To have the Wit and Will 
Conſorting in one Straine, 
Than what is good to kave n) bighty skill, 
: Never on Neighbours Gceas, 
With Cocatrices Eze 
To leoke, nor make anothers Heaven your Hell ; | 
Nor to be Beanties Thrall, 
All fruitleſſg Love to flie, 
Yet loving ſtHll a Love tranſcehae ut all : 
A Love which while it burnes 
T he Soule with faireſt Beamer, 
To that mcreated San the Soule it turner, 
And makes ſuch Beanty prove, + 
| T hat (if Senſe ſaw ber Gliames,) 
{1 lockers on wonldpine and die for love, 
. "=—_ —. 


% 


POEMS, 


who ſuch a life doth live, 
You wy" Call 4 
Ere fſe Death a wiſded end him give, 
And after then when given, 
More happy by bie f+ 
For bunsanes, Earth, enjoying Angels, Heaven, 
Swift is your mortall Race, 
And glaſſie is the Field, 
Vaſte are Deſires not limited by Grace, 
Life aweaks T aper is, 
Then while - ligbe i goed tap 
Leave flymg Joe: embrace this laſting Bliſſe, 
This late Nympb had ſaid, ——_ 
Shoe div'd within the _ Ps 
Whoſe Face with ſmyling Cries ter ſtaid, 
Then Sghs did yp preſſe, 
Birds ſang from every Wood, 
And E Ss rang, this was true Happineſſe, 


EE $5 
An Hymne on the Faireſt Faire, 
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Feele my Boſome glow with wontleſſe Fires, 

Rais'd from the vulgar preſſe my Mind aſpires 
(Wing'd with bigh Thoughts ) unto his praiſe to climse, 
From deep Eternity who call d forth Time, 

That Effence which not mov'd makes each thing move, 
Wncreare Beanty all. creating Love ; 

But by ſo great dnobjett,radiant light, 

My Heart appall'd, enfeebledrefts my Sight, 

Thick Clonds bemghs my labouring Ingine, 

And at my high attempts my Wits repine : 

If thou in me this ſacred heat haſt wrought, 


149XK nowleage ſharpen, Sarcells lend my Thonght: 
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Grant me (Times Father, wor! d=comdining X ing ) 
A Pow'r of thee im pow'rfull Lavesto fing, | 
T hat as thy Beamty tn Exrth lives, Heaven hives, | 
ft: dawning may or ſhadow inmy Lines. 
As far beyonl the ſtarry walls of Heaven, 
As «« the doftieſt of the Planets ſton 
Sequeſtred from this Earth, in pureſt light - 
Onzt-ſhining ours, as ours doth ſable Night, 
Thos all- ſufficient, Omnipotent, 
Thou ever- glorious moſt excellenty 
, Godvariow in Namesn Eſſence one, 
High art enſtalled on 4 golden Throne, 21 
Oat-ſiretching. Heavens,wide befpang ied vault, 
Tranſcending all the Circles of our Thought, 
With diaemantine Scepter in thy Hand, 
There tho giv ſt Laws and doft this World command, 
Thu World of. Concords raii'd unlikely ſweet, 
. Which like a Ball lies proftrateat thy Feet. 
If ſo we may well ſay (and what we ſay 
| Here wrapt infle(hled by dim Reaſons ray, 
Tos (how by earthly Beauties which we ſee 
That fhirituall Excellence that (h;nes in thee, 
Gook Lord forgive ) not far from thy right Side, Ti 
With curled Locks Youth ever deth abide, 
Roſe-cheeked Youth who gat { mae with Flow'rs, W 
Still Loring, ceaſeleſſely wnro ther pow'rs 
. [Immonta'l Nebtay in a cup of Gold, 
- That by no darts of Ages thou growoll ; 
Ang as ends and begmnings thee not claime, + of 
Smeceſſionleſſe that th cw b» ſtill the ſame, l 
+ Nearetothy other ſod: refiſtleſſe Might, | 
From Head to Foot m br» ſht Armour dight, 
- That rings about him, with a waving Brand, 
. -Ixd watck fall Eye.orcar Sentinel doth ſtand; 
Tat neither Teme nor force in ourhe (1mpaive 


Thy 's or ng nr vere thine Crapire faire, 
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Soone to give Death to all ag aine that wowld 
Sterne Dilcord raiſe which thon deftroy'd of old; 
Diſcord that foe to order, Nurſe of War, 
By which the nobleft things demol:ſht are, 
But ( caitife ) ſhe no Treaſon doth deviſe, 
When Might 0 nowght doth bring her emterpriſt | 
Thy all-wpholding Might ber Malice ramnes, 
And ber to Hell throws bound in iron Chaines. 
With Locksin waves of Gold that ebbe and flow 
On Ivory neck , in Robes more white than Snow, 
Triith feafaſty before thee holds a Glaſſe, 
Indent'd with Gems, where fhineth all that was, 
That #5, or (hall be, here ere onght was wrought. 
Thow knew all that thy Pow'r with time forth browght, 
Amd more, things numberleſſe which thon conldſt makg, 
That at nally s never being take, 
Here then beholdft thy ſelfe, and (ſtrange) doFt prove 
At once the) Beanty, Lover and the Love. 
With Faces two (like Siſters) ſweetly faire; 
Whoſe Bloſſomes no rough Autamne can impaire, 
Stands Providence,and doth ber looks arfþerſe, 
Threzgh every Corner of thus Univerſe, 
Thy Providence,at once which generall things 
And ſingular doth rule, as Empires Kings, 
Withowt whoſe care this world(loſt ) wonldremaine, 
As Ship withow a Maſter in the Maine, 
At Chart alone,as Bodies prove ; 
Depriv'd of Sowler,whereby they be.live,move. 
But who are they which ſbize thy Throxe ſo nears ? 
With ſacred comntenance,and look ſevert, 
This in one hand a pondrows Sword goth hold, 
| Herleft taies charg'd with Ballantes of Gold, 
Tha with, Brows girt with Day: ſneet-ſmiling Face, / 
Duh beare a Brandon, with 4 babi(h grace 
Two milke.-white W mgs him eaſily do move, 
Oſhe thy Juſtice #,a"d this thy _ 
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By thus thou browpht ff 1hue 
D that it ab Number, 
hat deftine doth reward to 1 ; 
But Sway of Juſtice is by Love withſtood, 
Which did it not relewt and , 
This World ore now had found its funcrall Day.” 
' What Bands ( enclustred) ntare to theſe abide, 
Which into vaſte Infinity chew hide ? 
Infinity that neither doth admit, 
Place, Time, xor Number to encyoach on it ; 
Here Bounty ſpark/eth, bere doth Beauty ſhive, 
Simplicity,wore whe than Gelſomine, 
Mercy with open wings,aze-varied Blille, 
Glory, a»d Joy, that Blifles darling 5. 
*  Ineſſable,all-yow'rfull God, all free, 
T hos only liv'ſt aud each thing lives by thee, 
No Joy, no, nor Perfett ron to thee came 
By the contriving of this World: great Frame, 
Ere Sun, Moon, Stari began therr reſtieſſe race, 
Ere painted was with light Heavens pure Face, 


Ere Aire had Cl w1s, ere Clouds wept down their ſhow'rs, 


Ere Scaembraced Earth,ere Earth bare Flow'rs, 
T hou happy Ii aft; World nowght to thee ſmpply'd, 
At in thy ſelfe thy ſeife thow ſati:fi'd : 

Of Goodno flender Shadow doth appeare, 


No ape-worne 11 acke. wbich ſhin'd in thee not cleave, 


Pe-fell ions Sum,prime- cauſe of everyCanſe, 
AMidſt,end, beginning where all good doth parſe + 
Hence of thy Subſftunce,differing in neowght 
Thou in Eernity thy Son forth browght, 
Theonly Birth of thy wn: changing Ming, 

't bire Image, Pattern-like that ever ſhin'd, 
L,'ght out of Light begotten not by Will 

Bui Na'ureall and that ſame Eſſence ſtill 
Which thog thy ſelf:,for thow doſt nongbr poſſe ſe 
*pich he hath not, in ought Mr is he teſſe 
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T hee his gre 


And nepercerved by 


The Underft 


And none ſore-went anot 


Are but one ſelfe-ſame E(ſi 
z |Nochi 


Iut theſe 0 


Whew be ſome cr: 


mounting 0 


t 


at Begerter ; 
Dowble kindied was thy 
Eternally ,who « withT hes the ſame, 
All-boly Gift, Embaſſadony, Knot, Flame : 
Meft ſacred Triad,O moſt boly One, 
ocreate Farher,ever-procreate Soy, 
Gho#t breath d from both, you were, are ftill, ſhall be, 
(Moſt bleſſed) Three in One, and One in Three, 
lIacomprobenfible by reachleſſe Heght, 
exceſſive Light, 

$9 in owy Soules three and yet ane are ftill, 
auding, Memory,and 
So (though wnliks) the Planet of the Daies 
Jo ſopne as be was made begat bis Raier, 
ch are bis Off- fpring and from both was barld, 
The rofie Light which conſolates the World, 


The Well-head,and the pom 
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of this Light; = 
Sprighe 


:ſo the 


ine, 


Will; 


e which the 
;or in owght 
Do differ, ſave in order,and our Thought 
of Time diſcernes in them to fall, 
But Three diſt init ly *b4de one Eſſence all. 
xpreſſe wot Theewho can declare 
Thy being > Men and Angels dazel'd are. 
Whe would this Eden force with wit or ſenſe, 
4 Cherubin ſhall find to bar him thence. 
Great Architef, Lord of this Winiverſe, 
That light i blixded wonld thy Greatnefſe pierce, 
Ab! as 4 Pilgrim who the Al 
Or Atlas Temples crown'd with winter glaſſe, 
The 4jry Cancaſus, the Apenn 
* {hrenes clift; where Sun doth never ſhine, 
> Hills hath over-went, 
ins to thinks on reft, bis Journey ſpent, 
we tall Moxntaine he do nd, 
© Mere bights before hins than he - behind © 
4 | Wy 


ſpring 
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ferth bring, 


doth paſſe, 
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With halting pace Jo while I wenld me raiſe 
To the unbounded limits of thy Praiſe, 

Some part of way [ thought to have o're-run, 
But now I ſee how ſcarce I have begun, 
With Wonders new my Spirits range poſſeit, 
Lind wanaring wayleſſe 1m a max: them yeſt. 

In theſe vaſte Fields of Light, etheriall Plaines, 
T how art attended by immortall Traines 
Of Intelleflnall Pow'rs,which thos bronghtſt forth 
To praiſe thy Goodneſſe, and admire thy Worth, 

» wnmbers paſſing others Creatares far, 

Since Creatures mot noble manieſt are, 
Which do in knowledge us not lifſe out-run 

Than Moon in light doth Stars,or Moonthe Sun, 
Unliks, in Orders rang'd and many 4 Band, 

(If Beanty in Difþarity doth ſtand ) 

Arch- angels, Angels, Chernbs, Seraphines, 

And what with name of Thrones among ſt them ſhines, 
L «rge-ruling Princes, Dommations, Pow'rs, 
All-atting Vertues of thoſe flaming T ow'rs ; 
Theſe freed of Ubrage, theſe of Labonr free, 
Reſt raviſhed with ſtill beholding Thee, 

Inflam'd with Beames which ſparkle from thy Face, 
They can no more defire,far leſſe embrace. 

Low wnder them,with ſlow and ſtag gering pace 
Thy Hand-maid Nature thy great Sieps doth trace, 
The Source of ſecoud Canſes golden Chaine 
That links this, Frame as thow it doth ordaine; 
Natare gaz'd on with ſuch a curious Eye, 

That E — oft hey deew'd a Deity. 
By Natnre lea thoſe Bodies faire and great, 


Which faint not in their Conr ſe, nor change their Stats 


 Huimtermixt,which no diſor ger prove, 
Thkeugh aye and contrary they alwaies move, 

The Organs of thy Providence divine, 

B 6041 ever open S1gn:1 that clearely (p/n, 
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Times perpled M ackeriithen do them advance, 

As by ſwees IMuſich in a meaſur d dance ; 

Stars, Hoſte of Heavenge Firmaments bright Flow'rs, 

Cleare Lamps which overhang thus Stage of ours, 

Te twrne not there to deck the Weeds of Night, 

Nor P ageant-likg to pleaſe the vulgar Sight, 

Great Cauſes ſure ye woſt bring great Efſelts, 

But who can deſcant right your grave Aſpetts ? 

Ke only who You made dtcyber can 

Towr Notes, Heavens Eyes ye blind the Eyes of Ian. 
Amidſt theſe Saphir far-extending Hights, 

The nevey-twinkling tver-wandring Lights 

Their fixed Motions keep,one dry and cold, 

Deep-Leaden colour'd,flowly there s roll'd, 

With Rule and Line for Times fieps meting even 

In twice three Luſtres be but turner his Heaven, 

With temperate qualities and Countenance faire, 

Still mildly ſmiling ſweetly debonaire, 

Another cheares the Worid,and way doth make 

Intwice fixe eAutumnes through the Zogiack, 

But bot and dry with flaming Locks and Brews 

Enrag*d,this in his red Pavillion glows - 

Together running with likg ſpeed,if ſpaces 

= e 12rd in hands atchieve wor ans 4 

With Pace this oft doth bring the Day, 

And nſhers of to ſtately Stars the way, 

That varies in vertne,changing light, 

With bis ſmall flawe imppearles he vaile of Night, 

Prince of this Comrt, the Sun in triumph rides, 

With the Yeare Snake» liks in ber ſelfe that glider, 

Times Dif enſator faire life-giving Source, : 

Throwgh Skies twelve Poſts as he doth run bis comrſe, ' 

Heart of this All,of what i known to ſence, 

The likeſt to bis Maker: excellence, 

In whoſy diurnali mottox doth appeare \ 
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The Moone moves loweft, filver Sun of Night, 
Diſper ſing through the World ber borrow'd light, 
Wha tn three foxmes hey head abroad doth range, 
And only conſt ant is in conſtant Change. 
Sad Oncen of Silence] ni're ſer thy Face, 
To waxe,or waine,or ſhine with a full grace, - 
But ftraight (amaz'd) on Man I thmk,cach Day 
Hws ſtate who changeth, or if he find Stay, 
It i in delefull anguiſh,cares,and paines, 
LInd of his Labowrs Death is all the Gaines ? 
Immertall Monarch can fo fond a Thowght 
Lodge in my Breſt ! as to truſt thow fir ſt browght 
Here in Earths ſhady Cloyfter wretched Alan, 
To ſuck the Aire of Woe, to ſpend Lifes ſpan 
"Midſt Sighs and Plaints, a Stranger wnto Mirth, 
To give hrwſelfe his Death rebucking Birth 
By ſenſe and wit of Creatares made Kmg, 
By ſenſe and wit to live their Wuderiing & 
Hnd what is worſt, have Eaglets eyes to ſee 
His own diſgrace,and know an bigh degree 7 
Of Bliſſe, the Place, if he might theyero clin, 
Ang not live thralled to imporiona T ines ? 
Or (dotard) ſhall I fo from Reaſon ſwerve, 
To dim thoſe Lights which to our uſe do ſerve, 
( Fir thou drſ# not thrm need) more ncbly fram'd 
Than us.that know their courſe,and have them nan#'d ? 
No, 1 ne're thinke but we didthem ſwroaſſe 
A's far as they do Aſtersſmnes of Glaſſe, 
When thou us made by Treaſon bigh defil'd, 
Thruſt from ouy firſt eftate we live exil'd, 
Wandrirg ths Earth, which is of Death the Lot, 
Where he doth uſe the Pow'r which he bath got, 
Ind:fferent Umpire wnto Cheiwns and Kings, 
The ſupreame Menarch of all mo tell things. 
When fs t this flawry Or be was to w grven, 
{ but place d'ſvaln'd wa4 to (Jeaven; 
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Theſe Creatures which now our Soveraignes axe, 
And as to Rebels do denounce um war, 
Then were owr Vaſſals nno tumultuous Storme 
No Thunders, Earthquakes did ber Form deforme, 
The Seas in tumbling Alonnt aines did nat roare, 
But like meiſt Chriftal! whiſpered on the Shoare, 
No Snake did trace her Meads ner ambuſht lowre 
In azare Curles beneath the ſmcet- Spring Flow'r ; 
The Night ſhade, Henbane, Napell, Aconite, 
Her Bowels then not bare,with Death to ſmite 
Her guilileſſe Brood ; thy Meſſengers of Grace, 
As their high Rounds did haunt this lower Place ; 
0 Joy of Jojes ! with oxr firſt Parents Thes 
To commune then didft daig ne,as Friends do now 1 
Againſt thee we rebell d,and juſtly thus 
Each Creatare rebelled againſt u, 
Earth,reſt of what did Sbiefe inher excel, 
Toall became a Jaile,to moſt « Hell 
In Times fall Terme untill thy Sox was given, 
Who Man with Thee, Earth reconcil'd with Heaven. 
hole and entire all in thy Selfe thos art, 
All-where diffard, yet of this All no part, 
For infinite, on waking this faire Frame 
(Great without Quantity) in all thox came, 
And filling all how can thy State admit, 
Or Place or Subftance to be voidof it ? 
Were Worlds as many,as the Rayes which ſtreame 
From D aies bright lamspe,or madging Wits do dreare, 
They would nat reele in ought nor wanariug ſtray, 
But draw 10 Thee,who could their Cemters tay; 
Were but one howre this World di;jojn'd from thee, 
It in one howre to nonght reduc d [h:#/d be, 
For it thy Shadow is,and can they lait 
If [ever'd fromthe Subſtances them caſt ? 
0 only bleſt,and Author of all Bliſſe, 
No, Bliſs it ſelferb.u all-where w ſhed ir, 
| K 
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Efficieut exemplary. fixall Good, 
Of thine own Selfe but only nngerſtood ; 
Light « thy Curtaine, thou art Light of Light, 
An ever-waking Ee ſtill ſhining bright, 
In- looking alle xempt of paſſive Pow'r, 
And change,in change ſince Deaths pale (hade doth low'r; 
Al! T res to thee are onegthat which hath run, 
And that which & not brought yer by the Sun, 
Tothee are preſent who doſt alwaizs ſee 
Tn preſent alt what paſt 15,or to be , 
D ay-livers we rememberance do loſe 
Of Ages worne,ſo Miſeries mu toſſe 
(Blind and lethargick of thy heavenly Grace, 
Which Sm in our firſt Parents did deface, 
And even while Embrions carſt by juſteſt doome) 
T hat we neglefl what gone 15,07 to come, 
Butthou in thy great Archives ſcrolled ba#Þ 
Jn parts and whole what ever yet hathpeſt, 
Stmee firſt the marble Wheels of Time were rol{'d, 
As ever living never waxing old, 
Still is the ſame thy Day aud Yeſterday, 
An undivided Now,a conſtant Ay. 
O King whoſe Greatneſſe none can comprehend, 
Whoſe boundlefſe Goodneſſe doth to all extend, 
Light of all Beauty Ocean without gronnd, 
That flanding flowe(t, giving doſt abound, 
Rich Pallace and Endweller ever bleſt, 
Never not working ever yet in Reſt ; 
What wit caxinot coneeive,words ſay of T hee, 
Here where we as but in a Mirrowy ſee, 
Shadows of ſhadows, Atomes of thy Mt ght, 
Still owly-ezed when ſtaring on thy Light; 
Grant that releaſed from this earthly Jaile, 
And freed from Clouds which here our Knywledge vai 
In Heavens high Temples where thy Praiſes ring, 
In [wetter Noies I may heare Angels fing, 
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Reat God, whom we with bumbled T| houghts adoye, 

Eternall, Infinite, Almighty King, 
Whoſe Dwellings Heaven trauſcend,whoſe T byon: before 
Archangels ſerve,and Seraphines do ſing ; 
Of nought who wrought all that with wondring Eye 
We do behold within this various Round, 
Who makes the Rocks to rocks to ftand the Sher, 
At whoſe command Clonds peales of Thunder ſound » 
Ab ! ſpare u@ Wormes, weigh not bow wealas 
(Evill to oxr ſelves ) againit thy Laws rebel, 
Waſh off thoſe ſpots which ſtill in Conſcience Glaſſe 
(Though we be loath to look) we ſee too well, 
Deſerv'd Revenge,oh do not do not take, 
If thou revenge who ſhall abide thy Blow | 
Paſſe ſhall this World,this World which thes didſt maky, 
Which ſhould not periſh till chy Trumpet blow : 
What Soult u found whom Parents Creme not ſtaines? 
| Or what with its own Sins defil'd i not ? 
Though Iuttice Rigoy threaten, yet ber Raines 
Ler Mercy gaide, and never be forgot, 

Leſſe are our Faults far ſar than ts thy Love, 

O what can better ſeeme thy Grace divine, 
Than they who plagues deſerve, thy Bounty prove, 
And where thou ſhaw'r mayſt Vengeance, there to ſhine Þ 
Then look and pitty,pittying forgive 
Ws guilty Slaves,or Servants now in thrall, 
Slaves, if alas thew look how we do live, 
Or doing ill,or doing nowght at all? 
Of au ungratefall Mind a foule Effeit; 
But if thy Grfes which largely heretofore 
Thew haft upon us pour'd thou doſt refpett, 
We are thy Servants napthan Servants mores 
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Thy Children,ger,and Children dearely bought, 
For what ftrauge Chance ns of this Lot "cl ? 
Poore worthleſs Wights how lowly are we brought, 
hom Grace onee Qhildren made,Sin hath made Slaves 
Sin hath wade S[avos,but lot thoſe Bands Grace breake, 
That in our Wrongsthy Morcies may apprare, F 
Fhy Wiſdome not ſo meanc is,Pow'r ſowmeaks, 
But thouſand waies they can makg Worlds thee feare. 

O Wiſdowe bewndleſ: | O miracunlons Grace ! 
Graee, Wiſdome which maks winks dimme Reaſons Eye, 
Hnd could Heavens King bring from bis placeleſs Place, 
On this ignoble Srage of Care to gye : 

To dje owr Death, and with the ſacred Streame 
' Of Blond and Water gaſhing from bis Side, 

To make oy cleans of that contagions Blame, 
Firſt on ne br by owr firſt Parents Pride, 
Thus thy great Love and Pity (heavenly King ) 
Love, Pity which fo well ear Loſi prevent, 

Of Evill is ſelfe (loe)conld all Goodneſs bring, 
[An4 ſad beginning cheare with glad event. 

O Love ang Pity { Hl known of theſe Timer, 

O Love and Pity ! careful of our need, 

© Bounties ! which ewr horrid At: and Crimes 
(Grown namberleſr) contend neare to o8xceed, 
AMake this exceſſive ardouy of thy love, 

So warme oxr Coldneſr,ſo our Lifes renew, 
That we from Sin, Sir may from uu remove. 
W.fdome owr Will, Faith may our Wit ſub dur. 
Let thy pure Love burue up all world Luſt, 
Hell: candid Poyſon killing our beſt part, 

Which makes us joy in T oyes, adore fraile Daſt 


Inſtead of Thee, in Temple of our Heart. 

Grant when at laſt our Seales theſe Bodies leave, 
Their laathſome Shops of ſiw and Manſions blind, 
And Dome before thy Royall Seat receive, 

A Saviour more than Judge they thee may find, 
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To His Sacred Majeſty. 


F in this Storme of joy and ws T hroug, 

This Nymph (great King) doth come to Thee fo vhare 
That thy armonions Eares Hey accents bears, 2 Mt 
Give Pardon tos Her hoarſe and lowly Song : 

Faine would ſhee Tropheesto Thy V ertues reare;) 
But for thus ſtately take She is not ſtrong, 
Ang ber Defeits Her bigh Attempts do wrong, 
Tet as (he could She makgs thy Worth appeare. 
Soin a Map is ſhown this flowry Place; 
So wrought in Arras by a Virgins Hand 
Wuhb Heaven and blazing Stars doth Atlas ſtand, 
So drawn by Char-coale is Narciſſus Face : 
She like the Morn may be to ſome bright Sun, 
The D ay to perfett that's by her begun. 
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Brittaine, France, and Ireland. 


VV Hat bluſtring Noiſe now interraps my Sleeps ? 
What eccheing Shouts thus cleave my c 

And ſeems to call me from my watry Court? (Deeps 
What Melody, what ſounds of Joy and Sport, 

Are convey'd hither from each Night-borne Spring Þ 
With what loud Rumonrs dothe Mountaines ring ? 
Which in unuſuall Pompe en tip-toes ſtand, 
And\(full of Wonder)overlook the Land ? 

Whence come theſe glitt'ring , theſe Meteors 
This golden People glancing in my fight? =gbrighe, 
Whence doth this Praiſe, Applauſe,and Love, ariſe ? 
What Load-ſtar Eaſt-ward draweth thas all Eyes? 

AmlT awake? Or have ſome Dreames conlpir'd 

To mock my Senſe with what I moſt deſir'd ? 

View I that living Face, {ce I thoſe Looks, 
Which with Delight were wont t'amaze my Brooks?, 
Do I behold that Worth, that Man divine, | 


This Ages Glory, by theſe Bankes of mine ? 
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Thea find I true what long I wiſh'd in vaine ; | 
My.much beloved Prince 19"come apaine ; 
Sounto them whoſe Zenith is the Pole, | 
When fix black Months are paſt,the Sun doth roll : 
So after Tempeſt to Scea-toſſed Wights | 

Faire Helexs Brothers (ſhow their clearing Lights ; 
Socomes Arabias wonder from her Woods, 
Ard far far off is ſeen by Memphis Flouds, 
The feather'd Sy/vans ; Cloud-like by her flie, 
And withtrinmphing plaudits beat the Skie, 
Njle marvels, Seraps Prielts(cotranced) rave, 

And in Mygdenien tone her Shape ingrave ; 
Inlaſting Cedars they do marke the Time 
Inwhich ApoBos Bird came to their Clime, 

Let Mother Earth now deckt with Flow'rs be ſeen, 
And fweet-bceath'd Zephyres curle theMeadows greet: 
Let Heaven weep Rybics ina Crimſon ſhow'r, © 
Such as on Izdies Shores they uſe to poure: j 
Or with that golden Storme the Fields adorne, C 

A 
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Which Zove-rain'd when bis Blewecy'd Maid was born, 
May never Hours the Wed of Day out- weave, 
May never Night riſe from her ſable Cave; [l 
Swell proud my Billaws,faint not to declare D 
Your Joyes as ample as their Cauſcs are: T 
For Murmars hoarſe, ſound like 4rions Harpe, T 
Now delicately flat, now ſweetly (harp ; B 
And you my Nymphs,riſe from your moiſt Repaire, t; 
Strow all your Springs and Grots with Lillies faire ; A 
Some\\wiftelt-footed,get them hence,and pray Tl 
Our Flouds and Lakes come keep this Holy-day ; 31 
What c're beneath 4/banias Hills dorun, , Ie 
Which (ee the rifing, or the (etting Sun, H 
Which drinke ſterne Grawmpins Miſts, or Ochc ls Snows: | At 
Stone-rowling T ay, T re Tortoiſe-like that flows, 0 
"he pearly Dox,the Deas,the fertile Spay, 0 
\'\711d Never #e, Which doth ice our longeſt Day ; 0 
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Coole Shades to Pilgrims, which bot Glances burne 

Are not (o pleaſing xs thy blett Returne. —cigs 

that Day {deare Prince) which rob'd gs of thy ſight; 

[Day, no, but Dar kneſle and a dusky Night] 

Did fill our B, eſts with Sighs,our Eyes with Teares, 

Turn'd Mintites to fad Months,fad Months'to Yeares # 

Trees left to Ava ith, Mezdows to beare Flow'rs, © 

Brooks hid their Heads within their ſedgie Bow'rs, 

Hire Cer: curſt out Fields with barren Froſt, 

ASifagaine ſhe ha! ter Davghterlolt ; 

The Males left our Groves,and for tweet Songs 

te fadly ſilent,or dil weeptheir wtongs; 

You know it Meads, you mirm.uring Woods it know, * 

Hills, Dales, and Caves, Copattners of their Woe ; p 

And you ut know, my Streames, which from theic Eing 

Oft on your Glaſle receiv'd their pearly Brie; | 

0 Nazdr deare (laid they) Napea faire, 

ONy mphs of Trees,Nympts which on Hills repaire, 
L Cong 
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Gone are thoſe maiden Glories, gone that State, 
Which made all Eyes admire our Blifle of late. 
As looks the Heaven when never Star appeares, 
But ſlow and weary ſhrowd them in their Spheares, 
W bile Tithons wife emboſom'd by Him lies, 
And World doth languiſh in a mournfull Guile - 
As looks a Garden of its Beauty ſpoyl'd, 

As Woods in Winter by rough Boreas foyl'd, 

As Pourtrai:s raz'd of Colours aſe tobe: 

So look theſe abjeR Bounds deprivd of Thee. 

While as my Rills enjoy'd Thy royall Gleames, 
They did not envy T bers haughty Streames, 

Nor wealthy T «g*« with his golden Ore, 

Nor cleare Hygaſpes which on Pearkes doth roare, 
Nor golden Gazge that ſecs the Sun new borne, 
Nor Acbe/ozs with bis lowry Horne, 

Nor Flouds which neare F/:fax Fields do fall : 
For.whby ? Thy ſight did ſerve tothem for all. 

No Place there is fo deſart,ſo alone, 

Even from the frazen tothe 7 «rrid Zone, 

From flaming Hee/ato great Quinceys Lake, 
Which Thy abode could not moli bappy make; 
Allthoſe PerteRions which by bounteous Heaven 
To divers Worlds in divers Times were given, 
The ſtarry Senate powr'd at once on Thee, 

That thou Exemplar mightli to others be. 

Thy Life was kept tillthe three Siſters ſpun 
Their threadsof Gold, and then it was begun. 1 
With chequer'd Clouds when Skies do look molt fairtjMe 
Andnoditord'ced Blaſts diſturb the Aire, 'Þox 
Whea Lillies dothem deck in azure Gowns , 1 
And new-borne Roſes bluſh with golden Crowns, Jive 
To prove howcalme we under Thee (hould live, wa 
What Halcyonean Dayes Thy Reigne ſhould give, 
And to two flowry Diadems Thy right ; _ 1 
The Heavens Thee made a Partner of the Light, 
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| Scarce waſt Thou borne,}when joyn'd in friendly Bands 
Two mortall Foes with other claſped Hands, | | 
With Vertae Fortune ſtrove,which moſt ſhould-grace | 
Thy Place for Thee, Thee for ſo high a Place, | 
Ong vow'd Thy ſacred Breſt not to forſake, 
The other on Thee not toturne her Back ; 
And that thou more her loves Effefs mightſt feele, * * 
For Thee ſhe left her Globe,and broke her Wheele. 

When yeares Thee Vigourgave, O then how cleare 
Did ſmothered Sparkles in bright Flames appeare | 
Amongſt the Woods to force the fiying Hare, 
To pierce the Mountaine-Wolfe with featber'd Dart ; 
| I See Faulcons climbe the Clouds, the Foxe enſaare, 

Out-run the witd-out-running Dedale Hare 

Tobreath thy fiery Steed on every Plaine, 

nd in meandring Gyres him bring againe, 

The Preaſe Thee making Place,and vulgar Things, 

ln Admirations Aire, on Glories Wings 3 

01 Thou far fromthe common Pitch didſt riſe, 
With thy defigns to dazell Envies Eyes - 
Thon ſougheſt to know this Alls cternall Source, 
Of ever-turning Heavens the reſtlefle Courſe, 
Their fixed Lamps, their Lights which wandringrun, ' 
Whence Moon her Silver bath, his Gold the Sun, 
It Fate there be or no, if Planets can 
by fierce Aipeds force the free-will of Man : 
Pt {gh aſpiring Fire, the liquid Aire, 

: ing Dragons, Comets with red Haire, 
uiieMeavens tilting Launces, Artillery, zod Bow, 
_Poud-lounding Trumpets, Dartsof Haile, and Snow, 
"Fe roaring Element, with _ dumbe, | } 

The Earth with what conceiv'd isin her Wombe, 
-Iſhat on her moves, were ſet unto thy Sight, 
Jill Thou did find their Cauſes, Eflence, Might ; 
Put unto nG aght Thou ſo thy Mind didft ſtraine, 
PItode read in Man, and _— to raigne 5 

'-L x A 


143; POEMS. 
To know the Weight and A4r/as of a Crown, 
To ſpare the Humble, Proud ones tumble down. 
When from thoſe piercing Cares whichT hrones inveſt, 
As T hornes the Roſe, thou weari'd woula'lt thee reſt, 
With Lute in Hand, full of Cceleſtiall Fire, 
To the Pierian Groves thou didlt retire : 
T here, gatlanded with all Xranias Flow'rs, 
In ſweeter Layes than builded Thebes '7ow'rs, 
Or them whichcharm'd the Dolphines in the Maine, 
Or which did call Exrigice againe, | 
T hou {ung'ſt away the Houres ,till from their Spheare 
Stars ſeem'd toſhoct, thy Melody to heare. 
The God withgolden Hare, the Siſter Maids, 
Did leave their Helicon,and Temp's ſhades, 
Tolcethine Ifle, here loſt their native T ongue, 
And in thy world-divided Language ſung. 

Who of thine aftcr- age can count the Deeds, 
With all that Fame in Times huge Annals reads, 
How by Example mote than any Law, 
This People fierce thou didſt to goednefle draw 
How while the Neig btour Worlds(tots'd by the Fates) 
So many Phaerons had in their States, (Thrones, 
Which turn'd to heedlefic Hames their burniſh'd 
T hou (as enſphear's } Kepilt temperate thy Zones 
In Affrick Shoares the Sands thac ebbe and flow, 
The (hady Leaves on Araens Trees that grow, 
He ſure may count, with ail : be waves that mect 
To walh the Manritanian Atlas teet. 
Though crown'd thou wert tot, nor a-King by Birth, 
7 by Worth deſerves the richelt Crown on Earth, 
Search this halte-Spycare, and the Antartick Ground, 
Where is ſuch Wit and Bounty to be found ? . 
As into ſilent Night, when neare the Beare 
T he Virgine Huntrefle (h1nes at full molt cleare, 
And ſtrives to match her Brothers goiden Light, 
7 be Koalt of ſtars doth vaniſh in her {1ght, . 
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Arturn dies cool'd is the Lions ire, 

Po burns no more with Phattertall Fire ; 

Oriontaints to ſee his Armes grow black, 

And that bis flaming Sword he now doth lack : 

So Ewropes Lights, all bright in their Degree, 

Loſe all their Luſtre parallel'd with Thce. 

By juſt Diſcent Thou from more Kings dolt ſhine, 

Than many can name Men 1n all their Line - 

What moſt they toyle to find,and finding hold, 

Thou ſcorneſt, orient Gems,and flatt'ring Gold ? 

Eſceming Treaſure ſarer in Mens Brelts, 

Than whenimmur'd with Marble, clos'd in Cheſts ; 

No ſtormy Paſſions do dilturbe thy Mind, 

No milts of Greatneſſe ever could thee blind - 

Who yet hath been ſo meeke ? Thou life didlt give 

Tothem who did repine to lee Thee live; 

What Prince by Goodneſſe hath ſuch Kingdoms gain'd? 

Who hath fo long his Peoples Peace maintain'd e 

Their Swords are turn' to Sythes,to Culters Speares, 

Some Giant Poſt their antick Armour beares : 

Now, wherethe wounded Knight his Life did bleed, 

The wanton Swaine fits piping on a Reed. 

And where the Canon did Zeves Thunder ſcorne, 

The gawdy Hunts-man winds his (hrill-tun'd Horne - 

Her green Locks Ceres doth to yellow dic, 

The Pilgrim ſafely in the ſhade doth lyc, 

Both Par and Pales (carelefſe keep their Flocks, 

as bave no Dangers ſave the Winds and Rocks : 

Thon art this Iſles Pakadiars,neither can 

[ Whiles thou dolt live 7 it be o're-thrown by Man, 
Let others boaſt of Bloud and Spoyles of Foes, 

Fieree Rapines, Murders, /iads of Woes, 

Of bated Pompe, and Trophees reared faire, 

Gore./pangled Enſignes ſtreaming inthe Aire, 

Count how'they make the Scythian them adore, 

The Gaditas, and Souldiour of Azrore, 
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Unhappy Boaſting ! to enlarge their Bounds, , 
That charge themſelves with cares, their friends with 
Who have no Law to their ambitions Will, ( Wonnds, 

But (Man-plagues) borne are bumzne Blond to ſpill: 
Thou a true Viftor art, ſent from above 

What others ſtraine by Force,to gaine by Love, 
World-wandring Fame thisPraifc to thee imparts, 

To be the only Monarch of all Hearts, 

They many feare, who are of many feat'd, 

And Kingdoms got by Wrongs,by Wrongs are tear'd, 
SuchThrones asBloud doth raiſe, Bloud throweth down, 
No Guard ſo fare as Love unto a Crown, 

Eye of our welterne World, fars-daunting KINBs 
With whoſe Renowne the Earths ſeven Climates ring, 
Thy Deeds not only clajme theſe Diadems, 

To which Thame,Litty,T aje,(lubje&their Streames 2 . 
But to thy Vertues rare,and Gifts.is due. 
All that the Planet of the Yeare doth view z 
Sure if the world above did want a Prince 
The world above to it wotld take Thee hence. 
That Murder, Rapine, Luſt, are fled to Hell, 
And in their Rooms with us the Graces dwell, 
That Honour more than Riches Men reſpeR, 
- That Worthinefſe than Gold doth more efteR, 
That Piety unmasked ſhows her Face, | 
That Innocency keeps with Power her Place, 
That long-exil'd 4ffrea leaves the Heaven, | 
And turneth right her Sword, her Weights holds eyen 
That the Satsr»iaz world is come againe, 
Are wiſh'd effeAs of Thy moſt happy Raigne. 
That dayly Peace,Love, Truth, Delights encreaſe, 
And Dilcord, Hate, Frand, with Incvmbers, ceale, 
That Men ule ſtrength not to ſhed others Bloud, 
But aſe their ſtrength now to do others Good; 
That Fury is enchain'd, difarmed V Vrath, 
That (lave by Natures Hand) there is no Death, 
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That late grim Foes,like Brothers, other love, 
That Vultures prey not on the harmeleſſe Dove, 
That V Volves with Lambs do friendſhip entertaine, 
Are wiſh'd effeRs of thy moſt happy Raigne. 
That Towns encreaſe, That rain'd Temples riſe, 
That their wind-moving Vanes do kifſethe Skies, 
That Ignorance and Sloath hence run away, 
That buri'd Arts now rowſe them to the Day, 
That Hyperion far beyond his Bed, 
Doth ſee, our Lions rampe, our Roſes ſpred, 
- | That /ber courts us, Tyber not us charmes; (warmes; 
' | That Rhein with hence-brought Beames his boſome 
That 111 doth feare, and Good doth us maintaine, 
Are wiſh'd EffeRs of thy moſt happy Raigne. 
O Vertues Patterne,Glory of our Times, 
Sent of palt Dates to expiate the Crimes, 
Great King, but better far than thou art great, 
VVhom State not honours, but who honours State, 
By V Vonder borne, by V Vonder firſt inſtall'd, 
By V Vender after to new Kingdoms call'd; 
Young kept by VVonder from home-bred Alarmes, 
Old ſav'd by Wonder from pale Traitours Harmes, 
To be for this Thy Raigne which VVonders brings, 
AKing of V Vonder, V Vonder unto Kings. 
If Pitt, Dane, Normave,Thy ſmooth Yoke had ſeen, 
Pitt, Daneand Normas bad thy Subjeds been : 
If Bratzs knew the Blifſe Thy Rule doth give, 
Even Brztwm joy would ander Thee to live : 
For Thou Thy People doſt ſo dearely love , 
That they a Father, more than Prince, Thee prove. 
O Dates to be defir'd 1 Age happy thrice ! 
If youyour Heaven-ſent-Good could duly prize, 
But we (halfe-pallie-fick ) thinke never right 
Of what we hold, tillit be from our fight, 
Prize only Summers {weet and musked Breath, 
VVhen armed V Vinters threaten as with Death. ; 
4 n 


152 POEMS. 

In pallid Sickneſſe do eſteeme of Health, 

And by fad Poverty diſcerne of Wealth ; 

I fee an Age when after ſone few yeares, 

And Revolutions of the ſlow-pac'd Spheares, 

Theſe daics ſhall be*ove otherfar eltlecm'd, 

Andlike Azguftus palmy Raigne be deem'd. 

The Names of Arther, fabulous Paledinesr, 

Gravnin Times furly Browsjn wrinckled Lines, 

Off Hens, Edwards, famous for their Fights, 

Their Neighbour Conqueſts,O:ders new of Kaights, 

Shall by this Princes Name be paſt as far 

As Mcteors are by the [Jalan Star, 

It Gray-hair'd Prote#: Songs the Truth not mille, 

Thete js a Land hence-diltant many Miles, 

Out-reaching Fiction and Atlaztich Iles, 

Which (Homelings) fromthis little World we name, 

That (þall;molazoa with ſtrange Rites his Fame, 

Shallreare him Statnes all of pureſt Gold, 

Such as Men gave pnto the Gods of old, 

Name by him Temples, Pallaces,and Towns, 

With ſome great River, which their Ficlds renowns. 

This i5 that King who ſhould make right each wrong, 

Of whom the Bards .and my ſtick Syb:{s tung, 

The Man long promis'd, by whole glorious Raigne, 

This Ifle ſhould yet ber ancient Name regaine, 

And more of : Fort#wxate de{erverhe Stile, 

\ Than thoſe where Heavens with double Stumers (nile. 
Run on (Great Prince) Thy Courie 1n Glories way, 

Theend the Life, the Evening ciowns the Day ; 

Heape worth on waxtb,and itrangly foare above 

Thoſe heights which made the World Thee filt to loyey 

Surmount thy ſelte, and make thine Aftions palt 

Be but as Gleames or Lightnirgs of thy lait, 

Let them exceed thoſe of thy younger Time, 

As far as Autumne doth the flowry Prime. 
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Through this thy Empire range, like worlds bright Eye, 
That once each yeare ſurveys all Earth, and skie, 

Now glaunces on the ſlow and relty Beares, 

Then turnes to dty the weeping Axſters teares, 

Hurries to both the Poles,and moveth even 

In the infigur'd Circle of the Heaven. 

O long long hannt theſe Bounds, wbich by thy Gght 
Have now regain'd their former Heat and Light. 

Here grow green Woods, here filver Brooks do glide, 
Here Meadows ſtretchthem out with painted Pride, 
Embroyd'ring all the Banks, here Hills aſpire . 
Tocrown their Heads with the zthereall Fire: 

Hills, Bulwatks of our Freedome, giant walls, 

Which never friends did (light nor Sword made thralls; 
Each circling Floud to Therss Tribute paies, 

Men here (in Health) out-live old Neftors daies : 

Grim Satzne yet amongit our Rocks remafnes, 

Bound in our Caves, with many Mettal'd Chaines: 
Bulls haunt our ſhades like Ledas Lover white, 

Which yet might breed Pa/iphae delight, 

Our Flocks faire Fleeces beare, with which for ſport 
Endimion of old the Moon did court, 

High-palmed Harts amidſt onr Forreſts run, 

And,not impall'd,the deep-mouth'd Hounds do ſhun ; 
The rough. foot Hare ſafe in our Buſhes ſhrowds, 

And long- wing'd Hawkes do pearch amid(t our clouds. 
The wanton wood-Nymphs of the verdant Spring, 
Blew,Golden, Purple Flow'rs ſhall to thee bring, 
Pomonas Frunts the Panivhs, Thetss Gyiles, 

Thy Thalys Amber, with the Ocean Pearles; 

T he Tritons, Heardimen of the glaſlic Field, 

Shall give thee what far-diſtant ſhoares can yeeld, 

he Serearn Fleeces,Erythrean Gems, 

Walte P/atas Silver, Gold of Pers Streames, 
Lntartick, Pariots, e/E: hiopian Plumes, 

Sabean Odours, Myrrheand tweet Perfumes ; 

And 
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And Imy ſelfe, wrapt in a watchet Gown 
' Of Reeds and Lillies,on mine Head a Crown; 

Shall Incenſe to thee Burne, green Altars raiſe, 
And yearly ſing due Peax: to Thy Praiſe. 

Ah why ould 7: only ſee Thee ſhine ? 

Is not thy Ferth,as well as /{s Thine ? 
Thongh 7: vaunt ſhe hath more Wealth in ſtore, =» 
Let it ſaffice Thy Forth doth love Thee more : 
h ſhe for Beauty may compare with Seize, 
For Swans and Sea-Nymphs with imperiall Rherne, 
Yet for the Title may be claim'd in Thee, 
Nor She,nor all the World can match with me. 

Now when (by Honour drawn) Thon (halt away 
pTo Her already jealous of Thy Stay, 
'Whenin Her an;orous ArmesShe doth Thee fold, 
And dries thy Dewy Haires with Hers of Gold, 
Much askingoft Thy Fare,much of Thy Sport, 
Mach of Thine Abſence,Long, how e're ſo ſhort, | 
And chides (perhaps ) Thy comming to the North, 
Loath not to thinke 6n Thy much-loving Forth : 
Olove thele Bonnds, whereof Thy Royall Stem 
More than an hundred wore a Diadem-. 
So ever Geld and Baies Thy Brows adorne, | 
So never Time may (ee Thy Race out-worne, 
So of Thine Own fiill mayſt Thou be defir'd, 
Of Strangers fear'd,redoubted, and admir'd ; 
So Memery Thee Praiſe, ſo precions Hours 
May charaRter Thy Name in ſtarry Flows ; 
So may Thy high Exploits at laſt makeeven, 
With Earth Thy Empire, Glory with the Heaven, 
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eAn intended Speech at the 
Weſt Gate. 


«M9 1R, if Nature could ſuffer Rocks to move, 
and abandon their naturall places, this 
Town founded on the ſtrengthof Rocks 
(now by the all-ctecring Rayes of Your 
Majeſties Preſence, taking not only 
Motion, but Life ) had with her Caſtell, 
Temples, and Houſes moved toward you,and beſought 
you to aeknowledge Her yours, and Her Inhabitants 
your moſt hamble and aﬀeRionate Subjeds, and to be- 
| leeve how n any ſoules are within Her Circuits,ſo many 
Lives are devoted to your facred Perſon and Crown ; 
And here, Sir, Sbe offers by me,to the Altar of your Glo- 
ry, whole Hecatowbs of moſt happy defires, praying all 
things may prove proſperous unto you, that every Ver- 
tve and Heroick Grace, which make a Prince eminent, 
may with a long and blefſed Government attend you; 
Your Kingdoms flouriſhing abread with Bayes,at home 
with Olives. Preſenting you Sir, (whoare the Strong 
Key of this little World of Great Britzaine ) with theſe 
Keyes, which caſt up the Gates of Her afteRtion, and 
deligne you Power to open ail the Springs of the Hearts 
of theſe Her molt loyall Citizens. Yet this almoſt not 
neceflary ; for as the Role at the far appearing of the 
Morning 5un diſplayeth and ipreadeth her purples, fo at 
tbe 
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all parts feele a more co 
of yonr Preſence at this time darteth tipon them. 
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the very Report of your happy returne to this your n- 
tive Countrey,their Henno(a: might be ap 

could have fhined through their Breaſts ) were with 
Joy and faire hopes made ſpacious, nor did they ever id 
able heat, than the Glory 


The Old forget their Age, and look freſh and young 
at the fight of ſogracious a Prince: The Young beare 2 
Part in your Welcome, defiring many yearesof Life, 
that they may ſerve you long, all have more joyes than 
Tongues ; for as the words of other Nations far go be- 
yond and ſurpalle the affeRjon of their hearts : So in 
this: Nation thie affe&jon of their hearts is far above all 
they can exprefle by words: Daigne then, Sir, from the 


higheſt of Majelty, to look down on their lownefle, 
and embrace it, accept the homage of their humble 


cept their gratefall zeale, and for deeds, accept 
eat good-will which they have evercarried tothe 


hip deſerts of your Anceſtors, and ſhall ever to your 
Own, and your Royall Race, whileſt cheſe Rocks (ball 
be overſhadowed with Buildings, theſe Buildings in- 


' . habited by men; and while men ſhall be endued either 


with counſell or courage; or enjoy any peece of Rez-« 
fon, Senſe, or Life. Fes ebay ; 


arent,if they. 
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The Speech of Caledonia, repreſen- 
ting the Kingdom. 


He Heavens have heard our vows,our juſt deſires 

Obtained are, no higher now aſpires 
Our wiſbing tkought, fince to his native Clime 
The Flower of Princes, honour of his Time, 
Encheering all our Dales, Hills, Forreſts, Streames, 
(As Phabu doth the Summer with his beames ) 
Is come,and radiant to us in his traine 
The golden Age and vertues brings againe ; 
Princeſo much longed for, how thou becalm'ſt 
Minds eafclefſe anguiſh, every care embalm'ſt 
With the ſweet od@urs of thy Preſence 3 Now 
In ſwelling Tides ]oyes every where do flow 
By thine approach,and that the World may ſee 
What unthought wonders do attend oh Thee, 
This Kingdomes Angell I, who fincethat day 
That rutblefſe Fate thy Parent reft away, 
And madea Star, appear'd not any where 
To gratulate thy comming,come am here. 

Haile Princes Phoenix, Monarch of all Hearts, 


_ Soveraigne of Love and Juſtice, who imparts 


More than thon canſt receive ; To thee this Crown 

Is due by birth ; but more, it is thine own 

By juſt deſert ; and ere another brow 

Than thine ſhould reach theſame,my flouds ſhould low 
We With | 
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With hot Vermilian gore,and every Plaine 

Levell the bills with Carkaſfſes of ſlaine, 

This Ifle become a red Sea ; Now how ſweet 
Is it tome, when Love and Laws thus meet 

To girt thy Temples with this Diadem, 

My Narſelings 1tacred feare,and deareſt Gert), 

Nor Roman, Saxen, Pitt,by fad alarmes 

Could this acquire and keep; the Heavens in armes 
From us-repe4) all perills,nor by wars 

Ought here was won or gaping Wounds and ſcars, 
Our Lions Clhhmaterick nowis paſt, 

And crown'd with Baycs,he rampetbfree at laſt. 

Here areno Sereas Fleeces, Pers Gold, 

Aur as Gems, nor Wares by T yrians fold; 
Towns {well not here with Babylonian Walls, 
Nor Nero's $ky-reſcmbling gold-{cel'd Halls, 

Nor Memphe Spires, nor Q#i:z.a5es arched Frames, 
Captiving Seas, and giving Lands their names : 
Faith (milke-white Faith) of old belov'd fo well, 
Yet in this corner of the world doth dwell 

With ber pure Siſters, Trath, Simplicity 3 

Here baniſh'd Honexr beares them company, 

A Mars-adoring Brood 15 here, their weaith, 
Sound minds,and bodies of as ſfonnd a health ; 
Walls here are Men; who fence their Cities more 
T'nan Neptune when he doth in Mountaines roare, 
Doth guard this Ifle,or ail thoſe Forts aad Tow'rs 
Amphions Harpe rais'd about T hebes bow'rs, 
Heavens Arch is oft their roofe, the pleaſant ſhed 
OF Oake and Plaine oft ſerves them for a Bed, 
Toiufter want, {oft pleaſure to deſpilc, 

Rua over panting Mountaines crown'd with Ice, 
Riveszs o'recome,the waltelt Lakes appall, 

{ Being to themſclves,Oars,Stcerers,Ship and all) 
Is their renown ; a brave all-doring Race, 
Couragious,prudent,doth this Chmate grace z 


Yet 
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Yet the firme Baſe on which their glory ſtands, 
In peace true hearts,in warsis valiant bands, 
Which here (great King ) they offer up to thee, 
Thy worth reſpeRing as thy pedegree : 
Though it be much to come of Princely ſtem, 
More is ic tO deferve a Diadem. 

Youchlafe bleſt People, raviſht here with me, 
To thioke my thoughts, and ſee what I do ſee, 
A Prince all gracious affable, divine, 
Mecke, wiſe, jult;valiant, whoſe radiant ſhine, 
0t Vertues (like the Stars about the Pole 
Guilding the Night Jenlig htneth every Soule 
Your Scepter (waics;a Prince borne in this Age 
To guard the Innocents from Tyrants rage, 
Tomake Pcace proſper, Juſtice to, refiow'r, 
In deſert hamlet,as in Lordly Bow'r ; 
& Prince, that though of none he ſtands in awe, 
Yet firſt ſubjeRs himſelte to his owt Law, 
Who joyes in good,and (till as right dies, 
His greatnefle meaſures by his good effects, 
His Peoples pedeſtall, who riſing tigh, 


To grace this Throne, makes Scor/ands name ta fly 


On Halcyon: wings (her glory which reſtores) 
Beyond the Occan to Columbus (ſhores; 

bods ſacred Pifure in'this man adore, 

Honour bis Yalcar, Zeale, his Piety more, 

High value what you hold; him. deep engrave 


Inyour hearts Heart,from whom all good ye have $ 


for as Moons fplendor from her Brother ſprings, 
The Peoples welfare (treameth from their Kings. 
Ince your loves ObjeAdeth immornall prove, 
love this Prince with an cternall love.. 


Pray that thoſe Crowns his Ariceitors did weare, 


His temples long (more orient) may beare, 
That good he reach by ſweetnefie of his ſway, 
That even his ſhadow may the bad atfray z 

M 


That 
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That Heaven on him what he defires beſtow, 

_ Thatſtill the glory of bis greatneſle grow, 

That your began felicitics may lalt, 

That no Ori0z do with ſtormes them blaſt, 

That Victory his brave exploits attend, 

Eaſt, Weſt,or South, where he his Force ſhall bend, 
Till hisgreat Deeds all former Deeds furmount, 
And quaile the Nimrod of the Helleſpoxt , 

That when his welk-ſpent care all care becalmes, 
He may in Peace ſleep in a (ſhade of Palmes , 
And rearing up faire Trophees,tbat heavens may 
Extend hislife to worlds extreamelt day, 
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The Song of the Muſes at Parnaſſise 


T leng th we ſee thoſe Eyes, 
A W. bib cheere both Earth and Skies ; 
Now, anciest Caledon, 
Thy Beanties heighten, richeſt Robes put ons 
And let young joyes to all thy parts ariſe« 


Here could thy Prince ſtill tay, 

Exch Month ſhould turne to Aay ; 

We nted nor Star nor Sun, 

Save him, to lengthen Daies and Joyes begun + 
Sorrow and Night to far Climes haſte away. 


Now Majeſty and Love 

Combin'd are from above, 

Prince ever Scepter ſway'd, | 

Lov'd Subjebts more,of Smbjefts more obey'd, 

Which may endure whilit Heavens great Orbes do move, 


Jojes did you alwaies laſt, 

Life: ſparke yow ſoon would waſte; 

Griefe follows ſweet Delight, 

As Day is (hadewed by ſable Night, 

Tet ſhall Remembrance keep you ſtill when paſt, 
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The Speeches at the Horoſcopall 
Pageant by the Planets, 


Endymion. 


Ous'd from the Latwian Cave, where many yeares 
That Empreſle of the loweſt of the Spheares, 
Who cheers the Night,did keep me hid, apart 
From mortall Wights, to caſe her love-fick heart, 
As young as when ſhe did me firſt enclo'e, 
As freſh in beauty as the morning Roſe, 
Endymion ; that whiltome kept my Flocks C 
Upon onias flowry Hills and Rocks, F 
And ſweet Layes watbling to my Cynthias beames, | * 
Out-ſang the Cignets of Meanders (treames : V 
To whom (for Guerdon ) ſhe Heavens ſecret bars Tt 
Made open, taught the Paths and Pow'rs of Stars ; (1 
By this deare Ladics ſtri& commandement 
To celebrate this day I here am lent, 
But whether is this heaven, which ſtars do crown, At 


Or are heavens flaming iplendors here come down As 
To beautifie this nether World with-me ? G 
U 


Such ſtate and glory did e':e Shepbeatd lee ? 
My wits my tenſe miltruſt,aod ſtay amaz'd, Lil 
No eye on fairer Objedts ever gaz'd; 

Sure this is Heaven, for every wandring ſtar, 
Forſaking thoſe great Orbes'where whirl d they are, His 
All diſmall {ad afpeAs abandoning, Lo) 


Are here met to ſalute ſome gracious King ; Me 
Nor is it ſtrange if they Heavens height negleR, Ma 
Tt of undoubted worth is the offe-: Wy 
Then this it is, thy preſence fg royall Youth) of 


Hath bropght them kere within an Azyy #27, 
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To tell by me {their Herauld,) comming things, 
And new of Fate to her ſterne Diſtaffe ſings : 
Heavens Volume to unclaſpe,vaſt Pages ſpread, 
Myſterious golden Cyphers cleare toread : 

Heare then the Angur of thy future dates, 

And what the ſtarry Senate of thee ſaics ; 

For, what is firme decreed in heaven above, : 
la vaine on earth ſtrive Mortalls to improve. 


Saturne. 


O faire hopes to give reines now is it time, 
T ang ſoare as high as jult deſires may climbe 
0 Halcyonian, cleare,and happy Day, 
From ſorry Wights let ſorrow flie away, 
And vexe Antartickh Climes,great Brittaines woes 
Vanifh, for Joy now in her Zenith glows; 
The old L«cadian Syth-b earing Sire 
(Though cold) for thee tecles flames of ſweet deſire ; 
And many luſtres at a perfe height, 
| Shall keep thy Scepters Majeſty as bright 
And ſtrong in power and glory every way, 
As when thy peerclefſe Parent did it (way, 
Ne're turning wrinkled in times endleſſelengtb, 
But one in her firſt beanty, youthfull ſtrevgth, 
Like thy rare mind, whichſtedfaſt as the Pole 
Still fixed ſtands, however Spheares do role ; 
More, to inbaunce with favours this thy Raigne, 
His age of gold he (hall reſtore agrine, 
Love, Juſtice, Honour, Innocence renew, 
Mens iprights with white ſimplicity indue, 
Make all tolive in plentics ceaſelefſe tore 
With equall ſhares, none wiſhing to have more ; 
No more ſhall cold the Plough-mens hopes beguilc, 
Skies (ſhall on Earth with lovely glances (mile ; 
M 3 Which 
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Which ſhall untill'd ezch flow'r and herd bring forth, 
Apd Lands to Gardens turne of equall worth, 

Life (long ) (hall not be thrall'd to mortal dates, 
T bus heavens decree, (o have ordain'd the Fates. 


Joe. 


[5 of heaven,ſole honour of the earth, 
Jove (courting thine Aſcendant J at thy birth 
Proclaimed thee a King.and made it true, 

That tothy worth great Monarchies are due; 

He gave thee what was good,and what was great, 
What did belong to love, and what to ſtate, 
'Ratregifts wholc ardors burne the heartsof all, 
Like tinder when flints atoms on it fall. 

The Tramentaxe which thy faire courſe diredts, 
Thy Counſels ſhall approve ty their effeAs ; 
Juſtice kept low by Gtants, wrongs, and jars, 
Thou (halt relieve,and crowa with gliſtering ſtars, 
Whom nought{ave Law of force could keep in awe, 
Thou ſhalt turne Clientsto the force of Law, 
Thou Armes ſhalt brandiſh for thine own defence, 
Wrongs to repell,and guard weake innocence, 
Which to thy laſt effort thou ſhalt uphold, 

As Oake the Ivy which it doth enfold ; 

All overcome, at lalt thy ſelfe orecome, 

Thon (bale make paffion yield toreafons doome : 
For ſmiles of fortune ſhall not raiſe thy mind, 

Nor {ball diſaſters make it ere declin'd, 

True (honour ſhall refide within thy Court, 
Sobriety and Truth there (til] reſort ; 

Keep promis'd faitb, thou ſhalt all treachertes 
Detelt,and fawning Paralites deſpiſe, 

Thou,others to make rich, ſhalt not make poore 
{by ſelte, but givethat thou may(t (till eve gay 
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Thon ſhalt no P«4ra»ywph raiſe to high Place, 
For frizl'd locks, quaint pace, or painted facc ; 
0n gorgeous rayments, womanizing toyes, 

The works of wormes,and what a Moth deſtroyes. 
The Maze of fooles, thou ſhale no treaſure ſpend, 
Thy charge to immortality (hall tend, 

Raiſe Pallaces,and Temples vaulted bigh, 

Rivers o're arch,of Hoſpitality 

And Sciences the ruin'd Innes reſtore, 

With Walls and Ports incircle Neptzxes ſhore, 
Tonew-foundworlds thy Fleets make bold their courſe, 
And find of Cawads the unknown Sourle, 

People thoſe Lands which paſſe 4rab/as fields 
lafragrant Woods and Muske which 5 2imad yeelds ; 
Thou fear'd of none,ſhalt not thy Peoplefeare, 

Thy Peoples love thy Greatnefle (hallup-rears, 

Still rigour (hall not ſhine,and mercy lower, 

What Love can do thou (halt not do by Power 3 

New and vaſt Taxes thou {halt not extort, 

Load heavy thoſe thy bounty ſhould ſupport, 

Thou (halt not ſtrike the Hinge nor Matter Beame 

Of thine Eltate,but errours in the ſame 

By harmelefle Juſticegracioufly reforme, 

Delighting more in calme than roaring (tormez 

Thou halt governe in Peace as did thy Sire, | 
Keep,fave thine own,and Kingdomes new acquire, 
Beyond .4/cides Pillars,and thoſe bounds 

Where Alexander gain'd the Eaſterne Crowns, 

Till thou the greatelt be amonglt the Greats ; 

Thus Heavens ordaine, [o bavedecreed the Fates. 
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On of the Lion, thou of loathſome Bands 
Shalt free the Earth,and what &te thee withſtands 
Thy noble paws ſhall teare, the God of Thrace 
Shail be thy ſecond, and before thy tace, 
To Truth and Jaltice, whileſt tbou Trophees reares, 
Armies (hall fall difmaid with Panick feares, 
As when Awrorg in skies azure liſts 
Makes ſhadows vaniſh, doth difperſe the miſts, 
And jp a twinkling with ber opall light, 
Nights horrours checketh, putting ſtars to flight ; 
More to inflame thee to this noble taske, 
To thee he here reſigns his Sword and Caske, 
A Wall of fiying Caffels, armed Pines 
Shall bridge thy Sea, like heaven with ſtecle that ſhines, 
To aide earths tenants by fovle yoaks opp: et, 
And fill with feares the great King of the Welt ; 
To thee already ViRory diſplaies 
Her garlands twin'd, with Olive, Oake,and Bayes, 
Thy triumphs finiſh (hall all old debates ; 
Thus Heavens dicree, ſo have ordain'd the Fatcs: 


San. 


V Ealth Wiſdeme,G tory, Pleaſure ſtonteſt hearts 
Relig 1on, Laws, Flipcr:on 1mparts 

To thy juſt Raigne, which thall tar,far ſurpalle 

Of Emperours, Kings, the beſt that ever was ; 

Look how he dims the ſtars ; thy Glories raics 

So darken ſhall the luſtre of theſe daies : 

Forzin faire Vertues Zodiack thou ſhalt run, 

And in the Heaven of Worthiesbe the Sun, 
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No more contemn'd ſhall baplefſe Learning lye ; 

The maids of P:nd (hall be raifed high ; 

For Bay and Ivy which their brows enroll'd 

Thou ſhalt them deck with Gems and ſhining gold; 
Thou open ſhalt Parnaſi Chriltall gates: 

Thus Heavens ordaine;to do decree the Fates. 
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V enus. 


T He Acidalias Queen amidſt thy Bayes 

Shall ewine ber Mirtles, grant thee pleaſant daics ; 
She did make cleare thy houſe, and with ber light 

Of churliſh Rats put back the diſmall ſpight ; 

1he Hymenean bed faire brood fhall grace, 

W hich on the carth continue ſhall their race, 

While Flora treaſure (hall the Meads endeare, 

While ſweet Pomona Role-check'd fruits ſhall beare, 
While Phebes beames her brothers emulates: 

Thus Heavens decree,ſo bave erdain'd the Fates. 


Mercury. 


Reat Atlas Nephew,ſhall the works of Peace, 
(The Springs of plenty) Tillage, Trades encreaſe, 
And Arts in times gultes lolt againe reſtore, 
To their Perfe&ion z nay,find many more, 
More perfeR Artiſts, Cyc/ops in their forge 
Shall mould thole brazen Typhons,which dilgorge 
From their hard Bowels metall,fame and (moake, 
Mufiine the aire up 1n 2 ſable cloake. 
Geryons, Harpyes,Dragons,Sphinges ſtrange 
Wheele,where in ſpacious giresthe Fume doth range, 
The Sea ſhripkes at the blow,ſhake doth the ground, 
T heWorlds vaſt Chambers doth the ſound rebound ; 
The 
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The Stygian Porterleaveth off to barke, * 

Black Jove appall'd doth (hroud him in the darke ; 
Many-a Typhisin adventures tot 
By new- Skill (hall many a maiden coaſt, 
Withthy fayle-winged Argoſes find ont, 
Which like the Sun ſhall run the Earth about ; 
And far beyond his paths ſcore wavy waies, 
To Cathaies Lands by Hyperborean >easg 
He ſhall endue thee both in peace and war, 
With wiſdome, which than Strength is better far, 
Wealth, Honour, Armes,and Arts ſhall grace tby States; 
Thus Heavens ordaine,fo do decree the Fates, 


The Moon. 


How the faire Queen with the golden maids, 
ſhe Sun of Night, thy happy fortunes aids ; 
Though turban'd Princes for a Badge her weare, 
Tothem ſhe waine, to thee would full appeare ; 
Her Hand- maid T bets: dayly walkes the round 
Abom thy Delos that no force it wound, | 
Than when thou lefiſt it, and abroad didſt ſtray, 
(Deare Pilgrim) ſhe did ſtraw with flowersthy way, 
And turning forraine force and counſel! vaine, 
Thy Guard and Guide return'd thee home againe ; 
To thee ſhe Kiogdomes, Years, Blifſe did divine, 
Quailing Meduſas grim Snakes with her ſhine, 
Beneath thy raigne Diſcord,(fell miſchiefes forge, 
The bane of Peoples,State, and Kingdome Scourge) 
Pale Envy (with the Cocatrices eye, 
Which ſeeing kills, but ſeen doth forthwith dye :) 
Malice, Deceit, Rebellion, Impudence, 
Beyond the Garamants (hall pack them hence, 
With every Monſter that thy Glory hates, 
"Thus Heavens decree, lo have ordain'd the Fates. 
Endymion, 
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Endymion. 


Hat heretofore to thy heroick mind 

Hopes did not anſwer as they were deſign'd : 
O do not thinke it ſtrange, Times were not come, 
And thele faire ſtars had not pronounc'd their doome 3 
The Deſtinies didon that day attend, 
When to this Northerne Region thon ſhould lend 
Thy cheerfull preſence,and charg'd with Renown, 
Set on thy brows the Caledonian Crown ; 
Thy vertues now thy jalt delire ſhall grace, 
Sterne Chance ſhall change,and to Deſert give place ; 
Let this be known to all the Fates, admit 
To their grave Counlell,and to every wit 
That courts Heavens inſide ; this let $7654; know, 
And thoſe mad Corybants who dance and glow 
On Dindimm bigh tops with frantick fire : 
Let this be known to all 4podo's Quire, 
And People let it not be hid trom you, 
What Mountaines noyſe,and flouds proclaime as true : 
Whereever Fame abroad his prailc ſhall ring, 
All hall obſerve,and ſerve this blefled King, 


The Endof King Charles bis Entertainment 
a Edenborough, 1 63 3. 
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A Paſtorall Elegie on the Death 
of S. W. . ef, 


IS ſweeteſt prime,and blooming of his Age, 
Deare Alcon raviſh'd from this mortall Stage, 
The Shep 


heards mourn'd,as they him lov'd before; 
Among the Rout him /dwos did deplore, 

Idmon, who whether Sun in Eaſt did riſe, ' 

Or dive in Weſt,poor'd Torrents from bis Eyes 
Of liquid Chryſtall, under Hawthorne ſhade, 

At laſt to Trees and Rocks this plaigt be made, 
Alcon,delight of Heaven, defire of Earth, 
Off-ſpring of Phabme, and the Mules birth 

The Graces Darling, 4dox of our Plaines; 

Flame of the faireſt Nymphbs the Earth ſuſtaines, 
What Power of thee bath us bereft ? What Fate 
By thy untimely fall would ruinate 

Our hopes? O Death | what treaſyge in one houre 
Halt'thou diſperſed ? How doſt thou devoure 
What we on earth hold deareſt ? All thingsgood, 
Too envious Heavens, how blaſt ye in the Bud? 
The Corne the greedy Reapers cut not down 
Refore the Fields with golden Eares it crown ; 
Nor doth the verdant Fruits the Gardener pull ; 
But thou art cropt before thy yeares were full, 


With 
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With thee (ſweet youth) the Glories of our Fields 
"Vaniſh away, and what contentments yields. 
The Lakes their filver look, the woods their ſhades, = 
The Springs their Chriſtall want, their Verdure Meads, 
The yeares their early ſeaſons,cheerfull Dayes, 
Hills gloomy ſtand now deſolate of Rayes - 
Their amorous _—_ Zephires not us bring, 
Nor do Aires Quireſlters ſalute the Spring ; 
The freezing winds our Gardens do defloure. 
Ab Deſtinies 1 and you whom Skies embow'r, 
To his faire Spoiles his Spright againe yet give, 
And like another Phenix make bim live. 
The Herbs, though cat, ſprout fragrant from their ſtems, 
And make with Crimſon bluſh our Aoadems - 
The Sun when in the Weſt he doth decline, 
Heavens brighteſt Tapers at bis Funeralls ſhine ; 
His Face, when waſht in the Atlontick Sens, 
Revives,and cheeres the Welkjx with new Raics : 
Why ſhould not he,ſfince of more pure a Frame, 
Returne to us againe,and be the ſame ? 
But wretch what wiſh I ? To the winds I ſend 
Theſe Plaints and Prayers, Deſtines cannot lend 
Thee more of Time, nor Heavens conſent will thus, 
Thou leave their ſtarry World todwell with us; 
Yet ſhall they not thee keep amidlt their Spheres 
Without theſe lamentations and Teares. 

Thoa walt all Vertue,Courteſfie,and Worth, 
And as Suns light is in the Moon ſet forth; 
Worlds ſupreame Excellence in thee did ſhine ; 
Nor, though eclipſed now, ſhalt thou decline, 
But inour Memories live, while Dolphias ſftreames 
Shall haunt, whilſt Eag/ers ſtareon ' iraxs beames, 
Whilſt Swans upon their Chriſtall Tombes (hall ſing, 
Whilſt Violets with Purple paint the Spring, 
A gentler Shepheard Flocks did never feed 
Oa Al6jens Hills, nor fung to onten Reed : 


0 
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While what ſhe found in Thee my Muſe would blaze, 

Griefe doth diſtra&t Her,and cut ſhort thy Praiſe, 
How oft hxve we, inviron'd by the Throng 

Of tedious Swaines,the eooler ſhades among, 


Contemn'd Earths glow-worme Greatneſle, and the 


Of Fortune ſcorn'd, deeming it diſgrace (Chace 
To coart unconftancy ? How oft have we 

Some Chloris Name graven in each Virgin Tree, 
And, finding Favours fading, thenext Day 

What we had carv'd we did deface away ? 
Woefull Remembrance | Nor Time nor Place 

Of thy abodement ſha Jows any Trace, 

But there to me Theu ſhin'ſt + late glad Deſires, 
And ye once Roſes, how are ye turned Bryers ? 
Contentments paſled,and of Pleaſures Chiefe, 
Now are yefrightfull Horrours, Hells of Griefe ? 


When from thy native Soyle Love had Thee driven, 


(Thy ſafe returne Prefignrating) a Heaven 

Of flattering Hopes did in my Fancy move, 

Then little dreaming it ſÞould Atomes prove, 
Theſe Groves preſerve will I,theſe loved Woods, 
Theſe Orchards rich with Fruits, with Fiſh theſe flouds, 
My Alcon will returne.and once againe 

His choſen Exiles he will entertaine ; 

The populous City holds him, amongſt Harmes 

Ot ſome fierce Cyclops, Ciree's ſtronger Charmes, 
Theſe Bankes (ſaid I) he viſit will and Streames, 
Thelefilent ſhades ne'ce kiſt by conrting Beames, 
Far, far. off I will meet hin,and I firſt 

Shall him approaching know,and firſt be ble 
With his AſpeR, TI firſt ſhall heare bis voice, 

Him find the fame he parted,and rejoyce 
Tolearne bis paſſed Perills, know the Sports 

Of forraine Shepheards, Fawns,and Fairy-Courts. 
No pleaſure to the Fields, an happy State 

Tae Swaines enjoy, fecure from What they bate ? 
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Free of proud Cares they innocently ſpend 

The Day, nor do black Thoughts their caſe offend ; 

Wiſe Natures Darlings they live in the World, 

Perplexing not themlelves how it is burld, 

Theſe Hillocks Fhabw loves, Ceres thele Plaines, 

Theſe Shades the Sylvary, and here Pales ſtraines 

Milke in the Pailes; the Maids which haunt the Springs 

Daunce on theſe Paſtures,bere Amvint as (ings : 

Heſperian Gardens, Tempe's ſhades are here, 

Or what the Eaſterne /»gde and Welt hold deare. 

Comethen,deare Youth,the Wood-nympbs twine thee 

With Roſe and Lilly, to impale thy Brows. (Boughs 

Thus ignorant, Imus'd, not conſcious yet A 

Of what by Death was done,and rathlefle Fate : 

Amidſt theſe Trances Fame thy lofle doth ſound, 

And through my Eares gives to my Heart a wound ; 

With ſtretched-out Armes I ſought thee to embrace, 

Bat claſp'd (amaz'd) a Coffin in thy Places, © 

A Coffin ! of our Joyes which had the Traſt, 

Which told that thou wert come ; but chang'd to Duſt: 
* Scarce, even when felt, could I belceve this wrack, 

Nor that thy Time and Glory Heavens would breake. 

Now (ince Icannot ſee my Alcens Face, 

And find nor Vows,nor Prayers to have place 

With guilty Stars, this Mountaine ſhall become 

To me a ſacred Altar, and a Tombe 

To famous Alcon : here,as Daies,Month:,Yeares 

Do circling glide, 1 ſacrifice will teares : 

Here ſpead my remnant Time,exil'd from Mirth, 

Till Death atlaſt turne Monarch of my Earth. 

Shepheards on Forth,and you by Doves Rocks, 

Which uſe to ſing and ſport,and keep your Flocks, 

Pay Tribute here of Teares,ye never had 

To aggravate your Moanes a cauſe more ſad; 

And to their ſorrows hither bring your Mands, 

Charged with {ſweeteſt fiow'rs, and with pure Hands , 
( Faire 
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pred on the Place bis Relits do encloſe, 
Weave Garlands to his Memery, and put 
Over his Hearſe a Verſe in Cypres cut : 
Vertue did dye,Goodnefle but harme did give, 
After tthenoble Alcox ceag'dto live, 

Friendſhip an Earthquake fuffer'd , loſing Him, 
Loves brighteſt Conttellation turned Dim, 


Hymne, 


Q Avionur of Mankind, Man Emanuel, 

Who finleſſe died for Sin,who venquiſkt Hel, 
The firſt fruits of the Grave, whoſe life did give 
Light to our Darknes,in whoſe death we live. 

O ftrengthen thou m) faith, correft my will, 
That mine may thine obey: proteft me ſtill, 

Sos that the Latter death may not devour 

My ſoule ſeal'd with thy Seale ; ſo inthe houre 
When than whoſe body ſanitificd thy Tombe 
(Unjnſtl judg'd) 4 glorious Judge ſhalt come 
To judge the World with Juſtice ; by that ſigne 
1 may be knowh and entertained for thine, 


Faire Nymphs) tbe bluſhing Hyacinth and Roſe 
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ATranſlation 
Of S. Fobu Scot his verſes, begining 

 Quod vite ſettabor iter. 
(take? 


Hat courſe of life ſhould wretched Mortals 
V In Books hard Queſtions large contention 
Care dwels in Hou'es,Labour in the Field, {make z\ 
Tumuliuous Seas afirizhting dangers yield, 
In Fortaine Lands theu never can(t be bleſt ; 
[t rich, thouartinfexrc; it poore, diſtreſt; 
In Wedlock frequent diſcontcttments ſwell ; 
Unmarried perſons as in Deſerts dwell. 
How wany troubles are with Childrenborne ? 
Yet he that wants them, counts himſelfe Forlorne; 
Young men are wanton, and of wiidome voyd z 
Gray haices arecold, unfit to be employ'd. 
Who would not one of thoſe two offers try, 
Not to be horne 2 or, being borne, todye ? 


N Miſccllanles; 
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MISCELLANIES. 


A LL good hathleft this Age, all tracks of ſhame, 
Mercy is banjſhed,and pitty dead, 
altice, from whence it came,to heaven is fled ; 
eligion, maim'd, is thought an idle Name. 
Faith to diſtruſt, and Malice hath given place, 
Envy with poyſon'd Teeth hath friendſhip torne, 
Renowned Knowledge is a deſpis'd feorne, 
Now evill "tis, all evill not to embrace. 
There is no life ſave under ſervile Bands, 
To make Deſert a Vaſlall to their crimes, 
Ambition with Avarice joyne hands ; 
O ever-ſhamefoll, O moſt ſhamelefle Times | 
Save that Snos light we ſee, of good bere tell, 
This Earth we court ſo much, were very Hell. 


'ENED 


D2* then the world go thus,doth all thus moye? 
[s this the Jultice which on Earth we find ? 

Is this that firme Decree which all doth bind ? 
Aretheſe your Influences Powers above ? 

Thoſe Soules which vices moody Milts moſt blind, 
Blind Fortune blindly moſt their friend doth prove ; 
And they who thee (poore Idoll) Vertye love 

Ply like a feather toſs'd by [torme and wind, 

An 1 (if a Providence doth {way this All. 

Why ſhould beſt Minds groane under diſtreſle, 
Or why ſhould Pride Humility make thrall, 

And injuries the Innocent oppreſle ? 

Heavens kinder,(top this Fate,or grant a Time 
When Good may have as well as Bad their Prime. 
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A Reply. 


V Ho do in Good delight 

That ſovervigne Jultice evet doth reward; 
And though ſometime it ſnnte, 
Yet it doth them regard ; 
For even amidſt their Griefe 
They firid a ſtrong teliefe, 
And Demtb it ſcife can work them no deſpight. 
Againe, in evill who joy, 
Anddo init grow old, 
In midſt of Mirth are charg'd with ſing annoy, 
Which is in Conſcience fcrol'd, 
And whentheir Lifes fraile thied is cut by Tide, 
They puniſhment find equall to each Crimes 


333 


Ook bow in May the Roſe 
At Sulphores azure fames, | 
In a (ſhort ſpace her crimſon bluſh doth loſe; 
And all amaz'd a pallid white aflumes. 
$0 time our beſt conſumes, 
Makes Youth and Beauty paſſe, 
and what was pride taracs horrour in our Glaſſe; 
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To a Swallow building neare the 
Statue of Medea. 


Ond Progne,chattering wretch, 
That is Medea, there, | 
Wilt thou thy Younglings hatch ? 
Will ſhe keepthine,ber own who could not ſpare ? 
Learne from her frantick face 
To ſeek ſome fitter place. 
What other may thou hope for,what deſire, 
Save Stygian ſpels, wounds, poyſon,iron, fire ? 


Venus armed. 


OpraQice new alarmes 
Th Joves great Count above, 
The wanton —_ of Love 


Of fleeping Lars put on the horrid Armesz 
 Wheregazing ina 

To ſee what thing ſhe was, 12 

To mock and ſcofte the blew-eyed Maid did move; / / 

Who ſaid ſweet Queen,thus ſhould you bave been dight 

When Y#{can took you napping with your Knight, 


/ I And in Mpons Liv ry 
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T be Boares H ead. 


Midſt a pleaſant Green 

Which Sun did ſeldome ſee, 
Where play'd Anchiſes withthe Cyprien Queen; 
The head of « wild -Boare hung on a Tree : 
And driven by Zephyres breath 
Did fall,and wound the lovely Youth beneath; 
On whom yet ſcarce appenres 
So much of bloud as Yen eyes ſhed teares, 
bd as "1 wept ATOn, Was, 

cruell,change, | 

My Agox whilft thou liv'd was by thee (laine, 
Now dead,this Lover muſt thou kill againe! 


- To anOwihe. 


Scalapbus tell me, . | 
So may Nights Curtaine long Time cover Thee, -- 
$0 Ivy ever may 
From irkeſome light hoep thy Chamber and Bed, 
ca; 


omay'ſt thou ſcorne the Quireſters of Day, 

When playing thou doſt ſtay 

Neare to the ſacred window of my deare, 

Doſt ever thou her heare | 

To wake,and Reale (wift houres from drowfie ſleep 2 
nd when ſhe wakes,doth ere a ſtollen (igh creep 
nto thy liſt*ning exre ? 

If that deafe God doth yet her careleſſe keep, 

lo logder notes my Griefc with thine expreſle, 

lil by thy (hrickes ſhe think on my diſtredes 
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N Ow Daphni armes did grow 

Inſlender brancheg,and her braided Haire, 

Which like gold waves did flow, 

In leayy Twigs wete Rretehed inthe Aire, 

The grace of either foot 

Transform'd was to 2 reot, 

A tender Barke enwraps her Body faire. 

He whodid exile ior i 

Sore- wailing ſtoedzand from his blnbbered eyne 

Did (how's of teares upgn the rine diſt}, 

Which water'd thus did bu and tnrne more green, 
O deep delpaire F O Heart- appalling Griefe, 
Whea that doth woe encreaſe ſhonld briog reliefe, 


The Beare of Love. 


N woods and defart Bounds 

LL A Bralt abroad doth Roame, 
So loving Sweetneffe and the honey Combe, 
Tt doth deſpiſethe armes of Bees and'wounds : 
I by like pleaſure led 
To prove what Hegvensdid place 
Of ſweeton yourfaireface, 
Whillt therewith I am fed, 
Reſt carelſſe (Beare of Love) of helliſh ſmart, _ 
And bow thole Eyes affiitand wound my Heart. 
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Five Sonnets for Galatea. 


Trephone in vaioe thoubrings thy rimes and ſongs, 
Vote with grave Pinder: old and withered flow'cs. 
In vaine thou countſt the faire Ewroper wrongs, 

And her whom Fove deceiv'd in golden ſhow rs. 
Thou haſt flept never under Mirtles ſhed, 

Or if that paſſion hath thy ſoule oppreſt, 

It is but for ſome Grecian Miltris dead, 

| Of ſuch old ſighs thoudoſt diſcharge thy breſt ; 

How can true Love with fables hold a place ? 

Thou whe with fables doſt (et forth thy love, 

Thy love a pretty fable needs muſt prove, 

Thou ſuelt for gracezin ſcorne more to diſgrace ; 

I cannot thinke thou wert charm'd by my looks, 
O no, thou learn'dſt thy love in Lovers books. 
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O more with Candid words infe& mine eares, 

Tell me no more kow that ye pine in anguiſh 

Whea ſound ye lecp : no more ſay that ye langyith, 

No more ip (weet deſpite ſay you ſpend teares. 

Who hath ſuch hollow eyes as not to fee ; 

How thoſe that are baire-brain'd boaſt of polio, 

And bold give out the Mules do them follow, 

Though in loves Library yet no Lover's he. 

If we poore ſoules leaſt favour but them ſhew, 

Thac ſtraight in wanton Lines abroad is blazed, 

Their names doth ſoare on our fames overthrow, 

Mark'd is our lightnefſe whilſt their wits are prailed; 
In filent thoughts who can no (ſecret cover, 

{ He may, ſay we,but not well,ve a Lover, 
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E who with curious numbers, ſweeteſt art; 
- Erame Deda///Nets onr beauty to {arprize; 
Telling (ſtrange!Caliles builded iftrthe Skies, 
And tales ot: Capids Bow,and Cupids Dirt ; 
Well, howſoeverpea&yourfained/ſmart, 
Moleſting quiet gares with tragick eries, 
When you accuſe our Chaltities eſt part, 
Nam'd cryeley;ye ſeem not halte too-wile, 
Yea,ye your ſelves it deem moſt worthy praife ; 
Beauties beſt-guard ; that Dragon which doth Keep 
Heſperian trait, the ſpar in you does rai'e z | 
That De4om wit that other waies may ſleep, - 
- Togruell Nymphbsyour Linesdo fame afford, 
Oft many pititall;not one poore word. | 


FV. 


F it beloveto wake out all the night, 
AnJ-watehiull eyes drive our 1n dewie monnes, 
And ghenthe Sun dtiogs to the world his light 
To waliethe'Day in tesres, afd ditter groanes. 
If it be love ro:dim weake reaſons beame 
With clquds' ot ſtrange deſire;and make the mind 
In h<llifi 2gonies a heav'n to dreame, 
Still ſeeking Cumforts where but griefcs we find ; 
If it be loye toltaine with wanten thought 
A ſpotluile chaltity,and make it try 


More farious flaines than his whoſe cunning wrought 


Thst brazen Bull, whcre he imomb'd did try. 
Then lure is Love the cuter of ſuch wots, 
Bz ye our Lovers, or our MA tail tags: 
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Ax would you then ſhake off Loves gelden chain, 
| With which itis beſt freedome to be bound ? 
And Cruell doye ſeck to heale the Wonnd- - .-.. 
Of Love, which hath ſuch ſweet and _——_— paines 
All that is ſubje& untonatures | 
In Skies above,or on this lower tound, 
When it is long and far ſoaght;end hath found, : 
' Doth in Decadens fall and flackremaine; 
Behold the Moon how gay ber face doth grow 
Till ſhe Kiſſe all the Sun,then doth decay ; 
See how the Seas tumultyouſly do flow | 
Till they embrace Jov'd bankes,then poft away 2. : . 
So is't with love, unlefle you love-meſtill ; 
O, do notthioke lle yeeld unto your will, 


343 


Cai charming fleep, ſon of the Sable night, 
Brother to death, in ſilent darknefſe borne, - - 
Deſtroy my languiſh e're the day be light, - 
Witk'darke forgettiag of my cares rerurne, 775 bs. ®. 
 Andletthe day be long enongh to mourne' ... / 
The ſhip-wrack of my ill-adventured Youth ; 
Let watry eyes ſuffice to waile their ſcorne 
Without the troubles of the nighes untruth ; 1 
Ceale dreames,tond image of my fond defires 
To modcll fort; the paſſions of to'morraw 3 
Let never riſing Sun-approve your teares 
To add more griete to aggravate my lorrew 2 
Still let me ſleep, emoracing clauds in vaine, 
Avd never wake to fecle the daies dildaine. 


#5 


An Epi = one: named 
r 


garet. 


Nba dyed Poevare no hep aan; 

Mary aret here lies beneath a ſtone ; 

A Mage that did excell in worth 
6 rich Gems the Index both ſend forth, 

pr fey om ern verry men, 

Had made the Graces foure,the Muſes ten, 


From ber to be the zge of Pearle ſtill oam'd ; 
She was the richeſt Jewel of her kind, 
Grac'd witt- more luitretban ſhe leftbebind, 


. All Goednefle, vertac, Bounty,and could cheare 
[The ſaddeſt minds, now Nature kno here 


This Afargaret '(hrin'd in this marble Cheſt. 


Another Epitaph on a Lady. 


Andclos'dſoſeon withia a Coffia (ad, 


- Didpaſſe ljke:Ligtnoing, like the thunder burne, 
op No vertue bad ; 


And whenadmitr'd then inthe worlds dildaine, 
(0 teares,Qgriefe.1)did-call it back againc,. - 
ſt earth ſbould yaunt ſhe kept what was divine, 


| And forc'dthoſe bappy times her daies that claim'd 


How things but -y ra, then hidden are lov'd beſt, 


His Beauty faire which death in Cuſt did turn, * 


© Heavens but to ſhew their might here made it ſhine, 


On 
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Ona Drunkard. 


Or Aramanthes, nor Roſes do bequenth: 

Unto this Hearſe, bue Tamariffs me Wine, 
For that ſamerÞirft, though dead, yer dotbvhim pine; 
Which made bim fo carronſe-white he drew Weng -+ 


Aretinus Epitapb. 


H Ere Aretineliesmoſt bitter gall, 
Who whilſt he lived ſpoke evill of all, 
Only ofGodrhe ArranrScot 

Naught faid;butthar he knew him not. 


Compariſon of bis boughts 0 Pearls 


VV open ſhells in ſeas, on heavenly dew, 
A ſhining Oyſter laſcioufly:doth feed, 

And then the birch of that zthereall ſeed 

Shews when cencciv'd';f- Shirs looke dark or blew; 


So do my choughts ( Cceleſtiall twins) of 
At whole a[pe&tthey firſt and +» pos 
When they came forth to light, demonſtrate true 
If ye then ſmil'd : or lowr'din weed 
Pearles then zreorijentfram'd, andfairemnforme 
It heavens in their conceptions do look cleare - 
But if they thunder,ordothreat'a ſtorme, 
They ſadly darke andeloudy do appenre 3 
Right lo my thoughts,and fo my notes do change, 
Sweet if ye mile.and hoaxſe it ye look (trange. 


al 
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All changeth; 
He angry Winds not aye | " « 
' | Docuffthe roaring Deep; 


» And though beavens often weep, 

 Yetdathey {mile for joy when comes diſmay ; 

* Froſts do not ever kill the pleaſant flow'rs, 

© And Love hath ſweets when gone are all the ſoures, 
This ſaid,a (hepheard cloſing in his armes 

His deare ; whobluſht tofeele Loves new alarmes. 


Silenus to Xing Midas. 
He greateſt gift that from their lofty thrones » 


The all-governing pow'rs.to man can give, 
Is,that he never breath, or breathing once 


A his daics, and leave to live 
Pre redtns knows the woe nor joy 
Of life, norfeares the Srygian Lakes annoy. | 


Ti 0 his amoroms thowg ht. 


Weet wanton theught, whe art of beauty borne, 
And who on beauty feed(t, and ſweet defire, ? 
Like Taper flee; ſtill circling,and ſtill turne 
" Aboutthat flame; that all ſo much admire 

That heavenly taire,which doth out-bluſh the morne, 
' Thoſe Ivory hands,theſe threads of golden wire 
Thou tjli furroundelt yet dar'lt not aſpire ; 

Sure thon doſt wellthat place not to come neare, 
Nor ſee the Majeſty of that faire Court ; 

For if theu ſaw'{t what wonders there reſort, 
The poore intelligence that movesthat ſphcare 
* Like ſoules aſcending to thoſe Joes above; 
* Back never woaldff thou tarac,aoc thi nce r2move. 

X; What 
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| What can'we hope for mere ? what more injoy ? 
Since taireſt things thus ſooneſt baye their end, 

And as on bodies ſhadows do attend, 

Soon all our blifle is followed with annoy, 

Yet (he's not dead, ſhe lives where ſhe did love, - 
Her memory onearth, her ſonle above. 


w., 


Verſes on the Lute William Earle of Pembrook. | 
I. 


T2 doubtfull feares of Change fo fright my Mind, 
Though raiſed to the higheſt joy in Love, 
As in this flippery ſtate more griete I find, 
Than they who never ſuch 2 bliſſe did prove ; 
But fed with liogriag of fature Gaine, 
Dreame not what tis to doubt a Loſers Paine. 


IT. 


Deſire a ſafer Harbour is than Feare, 
And not to riſe lefle danger than to fall ; 
The want of Jewels we far better beare, 
Than ſo poſſelt at once toloſe them all: , ? 2: 
+ Unſatjsfied Hopes Time may repaire, 
Whea ruin'd Faith muſt finiſh in defpaire. 


1TI. 


Alas ! Ye look but up the Hill on me, 

Which (bews toyou a faire and ſmooth aſcent, 

The Precipice behind ye cannot ſee, 

On which high Fettunes are too pronely bent - 
It there I lip,what former joy or blifle 

 Canheale the bruiſe of fach a fall as this? 
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V Ho love enjoyes, and placed hath his Mind 
V / Where fairer Vertaes faireſt beauties grace, 
Than in himſelfe ſuch Gore of worth doth find, 
That he deſerves to hold fo good 2 Place; 
To chilling feares how can he be ſet forth, 
Whoſe feares condemne his own, doubts others 


(worth? 
o7 4d 
Deſire, as lames of Zeale, Feare, Horrours meets, 
They riſe who fallof falling ever prov'd. 
Who is ſodainty intinte with ſweets 


To murmur when the Banket is remov'd ? 
The faireſt hopes Time in the Bud deſtroys, 
« When ſweet are memories of ruin'd Joyes, 


ItI. 


It is no Hill but Heaven where you remaine, 

And whom Deſert adyanced bath ſo bigh 

To reach the Guerdon of his burning Pajae, 

Muſt not repine to fall, and falling dye, 
' His Hopes arecrown'd; what years of tedious breath 
_ Canthem compare with ſuch a bappy Death? 


W.D. 


M_—— 
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A Tranſlation. 
AT filly Sonle, what wilt thoa ſay 
When he whom ecurth and Heavens gbey 
Comes Maa to judge in the laſt Day? 
I 1, 


When He a reaſon askes, why Grace 
And Goodnefle thou wouldft not embrace, 
But ſteps of Vanity didſt trace? 


IIL 
That Day of Terrour, Vengeance, Ire, 


Now to prevent thou ſhould*lt deſire, 
And to thy God in haſte retire. 


I'V. 
With watry Eyes,and Sigh-ſwollen Heart, 
O beg, beg in his Love a part, 
Whilſt Conſcience with remorſe doth ſmart. 
V. 


That dreaded Day of wrath and ſhame 
In flames ſhall turne this Worlds huge Frame, 
AS ſacred Prophets do proclaime. 


VI. 
O | with what Griefe ſhall Earthlings grone 


When that great Judge ſet on his Throne 
| Examines ſtriatly every Ones, 


Shrill- 
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v1L.: 


| - $hrill-Counding Trumpets through the Aire 


Sball from dark'S caek where 
Force wretched Mortalls to appeare. 


| VIIT. 


Nature and Death amaz'd remaine 
To find their dead ariſe againe, 
And Procefle with their Jadge maintaine; 


I X. 


Diſplay'd then open Books (ball lye 
Which all thoſe { rms deſcry, 
For which the guilty World muſt dye, 


X. 


The Judge enthron'd (whom Bribes not gaine ) 
The cloſeſt crimes appeareſhall plaine, 
' And none unpuniſhed remaine. 


XI, 


: 'O who then pitty ſhall peore oe ! 
Or who ming Advocate {hall be ? 
When ſcarce the julteſt paſſe (ball free, 


XII. 


A!l wholly .boly dreadfall King, 
Who freely life to thine dolt brings 
QF Mercy (avg me Mercics ſpring- 


- 


Then |... 


My, 


Then ( (weet Jeſo) call to mind 
How $ thy Paines I was the End, 


And faveur let me that day find. the 
XIV. 

tn ſearch of we Then for Nu wy 1: 

Didſt ſweat blond, Death an Crofle ſultaide, , - 

Let not theſe ſufffrages be in vaine. Mins Oh 


Thou ſupreame Judge,moR juſt and wiſe, - 
Ptarge me from guile which on me lic | 
Before that day of thine Aſlize, 


Charg'd with remorſe (loe) here I groanc; 
Sin makes my face a bluſh take on ; 
Ab | ſpare me proſtrate at thy Throne. 


Who Aſary Xagdalen didit ſpare, 
And lendſt the Thiefe on Crofle thine Eate, 
Sheweſt me faire hopes I ſhould not feare, 


My prayers pubs are and weake, 
But of thy 
and ſave me from Hells burning * 
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XIL1, 


"4 n”\ 


RV. 


XVI. 


XVII 


XVIII 


grace them make, 
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XIX. (= 


-"On that great Day at thy right hand 
Grant Conga Loy Shreya ſtand, 
Sequeſtred from the Goatiſh Band. 


XX. 


When that the Reprobtes are all 
To flames made thrall, 
O to thy Choſen (Lord) me call ; 


XX 1; 


ThatI one of thy C ; 
Withthoſe whont thou dolt juſtific, 
May live bleſt in Eternity. * | 


: 
if FT. 
£ 
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Y pon John De Laderdale bis Death, 


EF thoſerarg who adotn'd our North. . 
And ſhin'd like Conſtellations, Thou alone. | 

RemaedRt lat (erane Adairlard) chal with worry 
Second in Yertues Theater to none. 
But finding all eccentrick i ig our times, 
Religion,inco (uperſtitiontwnd,, 
9 ice filenc'd,exiled, or journ'd 

rath, Faith,and Charity re outed Crimes; 
The young man deſtinate oo {word to fall, 
And Tr ; of their Countries {poiles to reate ; 1 
Strange = s the Ag'4,aod prodent to appale, _ 
And fore'd ſad yoskes of Tyranny to bexres 


And far nor great, nor vertues mipds arnookd, 
Ditdainiog hi e,thou (houldR into thy Tombe.., | 
11, | 


VV Hen miſdeyotion every where ſhall take place, 
And lofty Oratows in thandring termes 
Shall move you (people) toariſe in.armes, 
And Churches ballow'd policy deface; 
When you ſhall but one generall ſepulchre 
| (As Averroes did one generall Soule ) 
Da hi lowzon/good, on bad confer, 
And your dull Predeceffors rites eantroule z 
Ab ipare this Monument, great Gueſts it keeps, 
Three grave Juſticiars, whom true worth did raiſe, 
The Muſes Darlings,whole lofle Phabus weeps : 
Beſt mens dclight, the glory of their daics- 
: Mioxe we would ſay but feare,and ſtand in aw 
Toturne Idolaters,and break your Law. 
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not repine (bleſt ſoule) that kumble wits 
Cl colon ov 1 xerhymo Mech arthr 
ſtrain'd Muſe our times and forrows fits - 
And we do figh, not fing, to crown thy Hearſe, 
Thy wiſeft Prince,e're d Brittaine: State 
Dia not diſdaine in numbers cleere and brave, 
The vertues of thy Site to celebrate, * 
And fix « rich memoriall on his Grave. 
didſt deſerve no lefle ; and here in et, 
Gold; Touch, Brafle,P 1e,or Parian tone, 
That by « Princes hand no lines are ſet 
ono eng ant rermegg; 
\ Such Giant Moods our nj! foro 
Weall will nothing be, 


FEET 


hy 
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SAODAEACCBGRAREE 
EPITAPHS. 


-F4 
The Obſequies of the bleſſed Prince; 
JAMES, Kingof Great Brittaine. 


Et boly David, Solomon the Wile, 
That King, whoſe Breaſt digrieged inflame z 
Auguſtus, Helens Son, Great in Eyes, | 
Do Homage low to thy Aſaxſolcan Frame y 
And bow before thy Laurels Anadem. 
Let all thoſe ſacred Swans, which to the Skies 
By never-dying Layes have rais'd their Name, 
From North to South, where Sun doth ſet and rile. 
Religion, OrphanY, waileth o're thy Urne, 


po weeps out her Eyes, now truly blind, 
0 Niobes the remnant Vertues turne 3 


Fame,but to blaze thy Glories,ſtaies bebind _ 
I*th' World, which late was golden by thy Breath, - ; 
| 1s Iron turn'd,and borrid by thy Death, 


- Ontbe Deithif a young Lady. 


gi Beauty which pale Death in Duſt did turne, 
And clos'd ſaſdog withjn a Goffin (ad, 


Did paſſe like Lighthivg, like to Thunder burhe ; AnK 
So little Life, ſo much of Worth it bad / By 
Heavens but to ſhew their Might here made it ſhine, Lye 
And when Tues, OGae in the Worlds diſdajne.. 

(Des Jdid call jtback wgaive, \_ 1 


erty {apo oy 1 nt (he kept what be. Divine, I 
Minors! , Ft more enjoy ?* 

Yeh faireſt ings thus ſooneſt bave their End ; 

And, as on Bogijes ſhadows do attetid, 


Sith all our Bliffe isfollow'd with Atmoy z | - *IFe 
She is not dexd;ſhe lives where (he oh wee, ©. C 
Her Memory of Edt, ber ny boje. ny 4 - 

; $83 {Her 


-OnfWigtt,who drexm'ſt of Greathefs,Glory, Staty | | 4® 
And Worlds of Pleaſutes, Honoiry doſt deviſe, »# And 
Awake, Learnehow that here thob art nbt Great, '- © [511 
Nor glorious, By this Monument turnewite. A 


One it enſtirineth ſprung of ancient feity, 

And (if that Bloud Nobility eat niake ,) 

From which ſome Kings have not dint to take 
Their proud Deſcent,a rare and matcbleſle Gemm. 


A Beauty here it holds by full aſſurance, 
Than which no blooming Ruſe was morerefin'd, 
Nor Mornings Bluth mofe radiant ever ſhin'd, 

Ab Jtoo too like to Morne and Roſe at lalt. 


Tet holds her who in Wits aſcendant far 
Did Yecares and Sex tranſcend, To whomthe Heaven 
More Vertue than to all this Age had given, 
For Vertue Meteor turn'd, when ſhe a ſtar, 


Faire Mirth,ſweet Converſation, Modeſty, 
And what thoſe Kings Numbers did conceive 
By Muſes Nine,and Graces moethan Three, 


Lye clos'd within the Compaſle of this Grave. 


Thos Deatbgll Earthly glories dath-confound, ,,_ 
Loe / how mugh Worth alittle Duſt dath bound, .. 
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Ar from theſe Bankes exiled be all Joyes, - | 1 

Contentments, Pleaſurcs,Muſick (cares xelicfe). _ 
Tears,Sighs,Plaints, Horroucs, Frigbtuents, iad Annoies 
laveſt theſe Mountajnes,fill all Hearts with Griefe. 


Here Nightingals and Turtles vent your moanes ; 
Ampbriſcan Shepheard here come feed thy Flocke, 
JAndread thy Hyacinth amidlt our Groanes, 

Plaine Eccho thy Narci{ ftrom our Rocks... 


Lolthaye our Meadstheir Beauty, Hills their Gemms, 


Our Brooks their Chriſtall, Groves tharr pleaſant ſhade, 
The faireſt Flow'r of all our Anademms : 
Death cropped hath, the L e614 chakte is dead, 


Thus ſigh'd the Tyne then ſkrynke beneath bis Urne, 
And Mcads, Brooks, Rivers, Hills abogt did mourne. 
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672211 - ares BA 
T= Flower of Virgins in her Primeof yeares 
And 


' of 


By ruthlefſe Deſtinies is ta'ne away, 


rap d from Earth,poore Earth, before this Day, 
Which defre-was rightly nam'd a Vale of Teares. 


Beanty to Heaven is fled,ſweet Modeſty 

No more appeares ; She whoſe harmonious ſoungs 
Did rayiſh Set charme Minds deepeſt wounds, 
Embaglm'd wittimany a Tezre now low doth ye. 


Faire Hopes now vanilh'd ire #Sbe ſhould have grac'd 


A Princes Marriage- Bed ; but (loc }) in Heaven 
Bleſt Paramodrstq her were to begiven |! 
She livid 1 Avgelly pow is wich them plzc'd, 


Vertu&is but a Name abſtrafily rrimm'd, 

Interpreting what ſhe was in«ffeR, 

A ſhaddow from her Frame which did reflec, 

A Powtrait by ber Excellencies limm'd, 
© its! DYfS vg | 


Thou whom free-will or chances hath bither brought, 
And read'lt ; Here lies a Branch of Afaulandy ſtems, 
And'S4rovs Off-{pring ; know that either Name © 
Deſignevall worth yer reacht by humane Thanghe. 


Tombes felſe-where:Yoſe Life to their Gueſts to give, 
Theſe Aſhes can fraile Monuments make live. 


Aaother | 
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Amother onthe ſame ſubjeA. 


Ike to the Gardens Eye, the Flower of Flow'rs 
With purple Pompe that dazle doth the Sight ; 
Or as among the leflert Gems of Night , 

The Uſherof the of the Houres : 

Sweet Maid, thou ſh on this World of onrs, ' 
Of all PexfeRtions having trgc'd the hight, 

Thine outward frame was faire, faire inward Powers, 
A Saphire Lanthorne,and an incenſe lighe. 

Hence, the Heaven a$too too good 

Oa Earths all-tborny ſoyle long to abide, 
Tranſplanted to them Fields ſorare a Bad, 

Wherefrom tby Sun no cloud thee now can hide, 
Earth moan'd her lofle, and wiſt'd ſhe bad the grace 


Nat to have known, or known thee lopger ſpace. 
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Atlows of mortall Life / 
& I dohs, en pF prey without conſent, 
IKE 1 apets ta becar 
Our Griefes n. alwaies rife, Fic 
When joyes but balting march,and ſwiftly fly 
Like ſhadows inthe Eye 7 
The ſhadow doth not yeeld nato the Sun, 
But Joycs and Life do waſte Ms begun, 


, 
| 
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On the Death of a [TORR in 
Scotland, baried at Aithen. 

Phot thy Þ 


Coronet let fall, 
Clad in (ad _—— apon thy Temples ( ef, 
The weeping Cyprelle,or. the ſable Jet. 


ty Nering ,alofſe which all 
rn {xy Sas. gore? 0p years 
Cannot hs Spot ce oy __— 


Ah 1 when ſhalt thou figd She Salk to wa 
Who ale thy Barks morefamous by his worth, 
Then all thale G cmsthy.Rocks M Streams ſend faith, 


Hisſ plendor others Glow: worm light did dim, 
Sprung of an ancient and aVvertuous Race, 
He Vertue more than mary did embrace. 


- He fraqid to mildneſle thy 
The Good- mans Refuge, 
Cnparaleld in —_ works D 


For Hoſpitality along thy Plaines 


Far-fam'd,a Patr a Patternetaire, 
| Of Piety, the rh py par | 


Moſt debonaire,in Courtefie ſupreame, 

Lov'd of the meane, and honour'd by the Great, 
' Nee daſht by Fortane, nor caſt downby Fate, 
To prcel ent,and co after Times a Theame. 


 Aithen, 


y nal Sm BS. i. © 


POEMS. © 
» Aitben, thy Teares poure ob this filent Grave, 
And drop them intby Alabaſter cave, 

And Nebs; Imagery become; | 
And when thou haſt diſtilled bere a Tombe, 
Enchace in it thy Pearls, and let it beare, 
Aithezs beſt Gem and honour ſhrin'd Yes here, - '. 7 * 


Tr | 


Ame Regiſter of Time 

Write idithy Scrowle;thatT | 
Of Wiſdome Lover, and ſweet Poeſie, 
Was cropped in my Prime 2 | 
And ripe in worth, though green in yeares, did dye.. . 
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Uſtice, Truth, Peace, and Hoſpitality, e150 
Friend(bip,and Love, being refolv'd todye 

In theſe lewd Times, bave choſen here to have 

Withjauſt troe pjous their Gravez + + 

Them cheriſld he fo much,fo muchdidgrace, + 

That they-on Earth woald choole none Place 
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VV HenDeathto deck bisTrophees tap tby breath, 
Rare Ornament and Glory of theſe Parts : | 
All with moiſt Eyes might ſay, and ruthfull hearts, 

That things immortall vaſſal'd wereto Death, 


203: - 


What Good in Parts on many fhar'd we ſee 
From Nature, gracious Heaven, or Fortune flow, 
To male's Maſter- Piece of worth below, 

Heaven, Nature, Fortune gavein grofle to Thee. 


Fo 
hb... 


Be 


4 264 - 
In Honour, Bouaty;Ricb,in Valour, Wit, 
In Courtefic, Borne of an ancient Race, 
With Bayes in w 
Match'd great,-with Off-ſpring for great AQtions fit, 


No Ruſt of Times,nor 
WithTimes to 
In this new Age 
Of the firſt World an all 


As carſtthis Kingdome given was to thy Syre, 
_ The Prince his Daughter truſted to thy Care, 
And well the credit of a Gemfſo rare 

Thy loyalty and merit did require. 


POEMS. 


in war,with Olives crown'd in Peace, 


CR Vertue wan 

change, when Truth, Faith, Love decay'd, 

(like Fate ade ſtay'd | 
an, 


Yeares cannot wrong thy Worth,that now appeares 


By others ſet as Diamonds among Pearl 


es, 


_ A Queens deare Folter, Father tothree Earles, 
Enough on Earth to triumph are o'ce yeares. 


Life a Sea-voyage is,Death is the Haven, 


And fraught with bonoar there thou haſt arriv'd, 
Which Thoufands 
That Good adornes thy Grave which with thee liv'd - 


For a fraile Life which bere thou didſt enjoy, 


ſeeking have on Rocks been driven, 


-- 'Thon now laſting haſt freed of Anhoy. 


Within 


P OEMS. 


232 


But on this Marble they ſhall not be read, 
For then the Living envy would the Dead. 


322 


*He Daughter of « King of Princely Parts, 
In Beauty eminent, in Vertues chick, 
Loadftar of Love,and Loadſtone of all hearts, 
Her Friends,and Husbands only Joy,now Griefe i 
Is here peat up within a Marble Frame, 
Whoſe Patalellno Times, no Climates claime. 


332 


| V Erſes fraile Records are to keep a Name, 
Or raiſe from Duſt Men to a Life of Fame, 
The ſport and {poyle of Ignorance ; but far 
More 'fraile the Frames of Touch and Marble are, 
Which envy, Avarice, Time ere long confound, 
Or mif-devotion equalls with the Ground. 
Vertue alone doth laſt,frees marrfrom Death, 
And, though deſpis'd and ſcorned here beneath, 
Stands grav'n in Angels Diamantine Roles, 
And blazed in the Courts above the Poles. 
"Thou walſt faire Vertties Temple,they did dwell, 
And live ador'd inthee,nought did excell 
But what thon either didſt poſſefſe or love, 
The Oraces Darling,and the maids of Jove, 
Courted by Fame for Bounties which the Heaven 
Gave thee in great, which if in Parcels given 


"y - 


'205 


Tthin the Clofure of this Narrow Grave 
Lye all thoſe Graces x Good-wife could have: 


To- 


Lo Pome. 
Too many,fuch we happy ſure might call, | 
How bappy then waſt thou who cojoyedit them all ? 
A __ _ _ body did + 

now:( equeltr Y eannoe be blik EO 
| lobOts Glory, *mid(t thoſe 4 _M TY? 

t immortall People of the ark 09 59 

Fog 


Bright Saints and Angels, therefram car 

Nought doth becloud thy foveraign Good from 

Thou ſmil't at Earths Confaſions and Jars, 

And how for Cencavres Children we wage wars + 

Like honey Flies, whoſe rage Whole ſwarmes conſumes 
Till Daſt thrown en'them makes them. vaile. - their 
Thy friends to thee 2: Monanment would rae, (plumes: 
And limne thy Vertmes; but dull gricfe thy Prue | 

\ Breakes in the Entrance,and our Taske proves vaioe, 

What Cuty writes that we blots ot ag4ioo : 

' YetLove a Pyramid of Sighs thee reares, 

And doth embaulme thee with Fare-wells and Teares: 


POEMS, 


Roſe. 


T uo Mas 
A this Stone doth cloſe, 
Ow Earths Delight, Heavens care, a pureſt Roſe. 
And (Reader ) ſhould(t thou but let fall a Teare 
Upon it,other flow'rs ſhall here appeare, 
Sad V Violets and Hyacinths which grow 
With markes of gricfe : a publike lofle to ſhow. 


I' 


Relenting Eye, which daigneſt tothis Stone 
Tolend a i loks behold; here he laid ane, 

The Living and the Dead interr'd, for Dead 

The Turtle ib its Mate is ; and (he fled 

From Earth, her choos'd this Place of Griefe 
To bound T a a ſmall and ſad Relicfe. 
His is this Monument,for hers no Art 

Could frame, a Pyramide rais'd of his Heart. 


IIL 


Inſtead of Epitaphs and airy praiſe 
This Monument a Lady edidraife 
To her Lords living fame,and after Death 

Her Body doth unto this Place bequeath, 
Toreſt with bis,till Gods fhrill Trac ſound, 


Though time bgr Life,no time her loyg could bound. 


- ” 
* 
- 
% 


Hongh Marble Porphyry,and mourning Touch. 
praiſe theſe ſpoiles Arete» he rg 


To 


 POBMs, 
ToSir W, A- 


ond. have twice been at the Doores of Death, 
& And twice found (but thoſe Gates whict ever 


This bat n is, Truce ta'neto Breath, (mourn, 
 ForJateborne ſorrows wgure flectreturn. 


Amidſt thy ſacred Cares, and Courtly Toyles, 

Tell Death bath eiamplrdo're my monall Spaples 
T Ut tri o're my mort g 
And that on Earth I am but a [ad ame ; NO 


If thou ere held me deare, by all our Love, 

By all that Blifſe;thoſe Joyes Heaven bere us gave, 
I conjure thee,and by the Maids of Jove, 

To grave this ſhort remembrance on my Grave: 


Here Damon lies, whoſe Songs did ſometime grace 
The marmuring Ezk,may Rolcs (hade the place. 


